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I'm willing to admit that painfully few people know
about this journal, and even fewer know who to thank for it.
You can turn back a page to see a list of the men and women that
gave their time to make this journal happen.
Last semester the poet Don Bogen graciously read our
poetry submissions for the journal. Dr. Bogen teaches at the
University of Cincinnati and edits the poetry section of The Cinncinati Review. He published his third book of poetry, Luster, last
year and treated Taylor to a delightful and packed reading. Dr.
Mook and I conducted an interview with him that will appear
in next year's Parnassus. Dr. Bogen picked three of his favorite
pieces and sent us his comments on them. You can find his notes
following Marc Belcastro's "The Sound of a Violin" on page 6,
Amanda Rohland's "lost long ago" on page 26, and Elizabeth
Tatum's "Daughter visits her elderly mother" on page 33.
Also, if you're interested at all in life in Tehran, or just in
some fantastic stories about growing up, I would highly recom
mend Roya Hakakian's Journey from the Land of No: A Girlhood
Caught in Revolutionary Iran. During her visit to Taylor last year,
Professor Satterlee and Elaine Friedberg did an interview that
appears on page 92.
I d like to thank everyone who had a part in creating
this journal; it has been quite an experience. To you, dear reader,
I ask that you simply enjoy the writing of Taylor University.

Parnassus Senior Editor,
Christopher Salzman
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Marc Belcastro

That's so cliche!
It's high time a good poem was writ.
This hard-nosed author
Fears nothing (not even fear itself)
And is willing to go against the grain.
Mark my words,
If this one slips through the cracks,
It'll be forever and a day
Before the sun sets
On anything worth writing home about.
I've an eye for these things.
Crystal clear,
The forest and the trees
Are no object.
By the sweat of my (furrowed) brow,
And pen,
Come hell or high water,
Or writer's block,
I'll bring to life
No garden variety lyric.
It'll be the likes of which
No eye has seen,
Nor ear heard.
Make no mistake,
My abilities are a grand scale.
Stir up a cloud of dust?
Bank on it.
Make waves?
Indubitably.
Let your eye(s) behold the beauty
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Of a deep thinker,
Of one with a very keen insight.
The moral of the poem
Should stand out.
It is the redeeming factor.
Unnecessary words have been omitted,
And cliches were avoided like the plague.

Marc Belcastro

The Sound of a Violin
A remnant warmth finds a house,
empty but for one.
This day of fall
drips its last
before the imminence
of winter's first frost.
Doors and windows
invite descending winds
that clean all amenity
from this place of crafted
solitude.
A woman sits clotheless on a chair,
deep inside.
She is the nexus of this house's
elaborate
emptiness.
She holds herself,
arms wrapped around fair skin,
lamenting its lost heat.
The ribbon of rebellious warmth
finds the woman.
Red iridescence whispers
of the day's failing light,
spoken through the windows.
Her arms loosen.
It begins to circle her,
this sash of God,
laying on her skin
the heated wave
of pure wine, drank.
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The haunt of cold leaves her,
banished to tomorrow,
the place that is never now.
The ribbon completes its blanket.
The woman again wraps herself,
welcoming the gift.
She's lifted into the air
and laid on her side.
Warmed,
she falls asleep.
Don Bogen's Comments on "The Sound of a Violin:
I'm impressed here by the careful pace of the writing, from
stanza to stanza and from line to line. This is a slow, sensual
poem, with fine attention to sound and fresh combinations
of words-"remnant warmth," "crafted solitude," "elaborate
/ emptiness"—that bring out rich complexities in the scene
with subtlety and grace. The narrative moves the poem along
but does not dominate. There is room here for evocation,
exploration and discovery.
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Marc Belcastro

Transatlantic
alone in my room
all
alone like the fourth of july
in the middle of summer
alone like black history month
there's more silence than sound
save for my classical
playing in the shadows
of its own moonlit world
separate from me
just as she is
a solitary evening
over soup and tea
can distort emotion
magnify it
even scarier
though
is when it's all true
no, you're not just imagining
yes, you really do
miss her
that much
she who sweetens
the wine of your
kiss

8|

Tara Bender

every day in September, every morning drive
to montpelier
autumn mornings bring summer afternoons that fade away
again, becoming the crisp, cool air that tells the story of this,
my season, summer's still hanging on in the sunshine but not
in my head and not in my heart, for those days seem to have
ended so long ago. the corn is still in the fields, denying its
chances of being harvested any day now, and on my morning
drive i was in love with the yellow and green and brown of it
all. i felt safe surrounded by what has always reminded me of
home, i could never paint a scene so sweet, and that works to my
advantage because if i could, it would make the fluctuation of
temperatures and the falling of leaves less of a mystery and the
rows and rows in fields less of a beauty to my appreciative eye.
oh what a perfect metaphor — the shifting of the seasons, that is - for all that exists in its current and ever changing state, now the
coolness is in my lungs, but the warmth is still in my eyes.

John Bundick

Black Dress
I saw a dress
on the rack
and I thought of you
and your eyes
and smell and touch
I saw the dress on the rack
and then I cried
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Annie Calhoun

Jewel Osco at Twilight
The familiar curving lean
Of Mom's elderly Chevy
Hugs the black paved Jewel entry...
The hello of a warm shoulder nudge
From an old rusty friend.
Friday evening.
The glowing automatic doorENTER,
Will open the beginning
Of a painting from my palate
Designed to include
Shades of weekend,
Hues of my favorite babysitter,
And saturated with the prospects of the TV dinner,
(if Mom is in an orange mood tonight!)
This grocery store entrance,
The pot of gold
At the end of my parking lot rainbow,
Entices me
To color myself into the image
Of the illuminating doorframe.
Brimming eight year old veins
Pulse with vibrant crayola-box blood
Two hands slam the grey car door
They are mine
My chocolate eyes widen
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Then lock
On the green door ENTER,
The lid to the pot of gold
Next to the red bell-ringing veteran
An odd color for a leprechaun
My own
Two scuffed sneakers,
One Pink laceFrustrated by its bowed conformity to grown up shoesOne Purple laceFreed by the loosening wind to taunt and wave at Pink
Connect the dots of the car oil rainbow,
Disjointed by dirty yellow lines
Slanting every 8 feet
Like sunny rays piercing and dissolving
The lingering color stripe
in the stormy mud sky of concrete.
My imagination is tie-dye tonight
As I follow my rainbow most don't see
Being eight
-You just know.
How to make the brown world
Feel like the smell of new crayolas.
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Annie Calhoun

Traveling through Israel at age ten with
Grandparents' 1993 tour group
A simple field of ragged weeds
Lay in the foreground of the Qumran stone ruins.
The scrappy plants a nuisance to aged bare legs,
To me,
A plush carpet of creative potential
Leading to a front row seat in my imagination.
The elderly flock stared at our guide.
Eyes, bracketed by crinkled crows feet,
Grabbing at his words
To greedily pocket their meaningAs if the stones would crumble to dusty wind
Unless each word was not
Unpocketed for chewing
To be used as epoxy.
-A sticky conjured meaning
Holding the stones in sight,
Patching the holes in the history...
I let his voice become a musical score
Blending blithely with the scruffy breeze
The herd of ball points
Encased by baggy fingers,
Did a frenzied tap dance
Across their notebooks
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Words, and more
Words
About stones,
Stones, and more
Stones.
The breeze stifled a chuckle.
Behind the wall of spider veined legs,
The old soon becomes a backdrop
For a carpeted stage of ragged weeds.
I
Examined their shy blushing color,
Braided their thin green stems,
Crowned myself Queen of the weeds,
Mother to the winged grasshoppers,
Namer of the clouds!
WordsStone words
About stoneWords of stone
While they were pining to see the past
I play
And see it in the present.
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Gabriel Davis

Real Hero
Now I see. I'm a dead man.
My last fallen tears
Can be seen on the rocks.
They hold my broken body.
That is the end of heroes.
No glorious triumphant times,
No long life in luxury.
Real heroes die on the field.
The real heroes dove in front of their comrade.
They blocked the bullet that was meant for him.
They blocked it with their own chest.
That is the end of heroes.
No congressional medal of honor,
No White House honoring ceremonies.
A real hero receives his reward in the dust.
The battlefield is his graveyard.
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Susie Hinkle

Passing by the Junior High Band Room
I was two steps beyond the door,
When my ears perked.
A curious clamor forced me to retrace my steps.
I peered through the tiny square window.
Several awkward adolescents
Blew uncontrollably into their instruments,
The entire brass section sounding
Like a herd of elephants noisily colliding.
The flautists performed a fine rendition
Of the school fire alarm.
The cymbals crashed like a giant mirror falling,
Shattered from the ceiling, again, and again.
A bell rang, bringing the bedlam to a halt.
I leaned against the wall
As they rushed from the room,
Stomping out percussion down the tile hallway,
Their voices cracking and squeaking
Like the instruments they had left behind.

Andy Long

To My Shyness:
You're always present in my life
Lurking just beneath the surface
Lashing down my tongue when in the presence of a Girl
When every fiber of my body screams reproduction
and the girl seems nice, maybe perfect, but —
I later find
She is the same girl who
robbed my friend
after a wild night
of inhibition.
For that, I thank you Shyness.
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Eric Moore

A Father's Lament
As I gaze at the mound of unsettled earth
I long to dig a second trench
And face the night
Beside him
To lie silently as the light of the moon
Floods me with its ghostly gleam
Falling on my weary face
Reflecting in my eyes
To carve my hands in the black walls
Bring down the earth upon me
A shared blanket against
The cold
To feel the burden of heavy, damp soil
Crumbling down as I struggle
Through a endless myriad
Of forgotten dreams
To turn and whisper softly to him
He needn't fear the darkness
While I shudder myself
To sleep
I yearn to lay my shovel aside, set down my loneliness
To lay in the earth and bury myself
And face the night
Beside him.
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Eric Moore

Ashes in the Wind
The fire that once burned
So bright in your eyes
Now leaves me here, hands spurned
Stifling broken cries
On the shelf you take up a foot,
No more.
Reduced to dust, reduced to soot
I remember your smile, your laughter
Your hands... swift, gentle, beautiful
So soon you to be sent back to the crafter
Who forged you strong, proud, dutiful
In a vase you sit and listen to us
No more.
As we move around and on as we must
I keep memories of you as if in a vase
Reminisces fall like dust and I brush them away
I can't forget you, your hands, your childish face
Your requiem echoes in my mind every day
I take you with me to the window ledge... you'll sit within
No more.
Whispering to you, I set you free with one goodbye, into the
breeze
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Adam Pechtel

Octopi
Already, in September, I'm not forgetting you're at home, but
simply that you
are. I feel guilty for it, but when we talked last, and you said
"... engaged , I didn't feel. And shouldn't have. For you, my
silly octopus,
as you slide into Puget Sound and slink among the red corals
under green algae,
(gray alongside Tacoma steel and glass), wrapping your arms
around his neck,
I will remember driving you home in the early morning with the
windows down
after smoking a cigar under the bridge with you all night (then
other bridges, too).
And hating your parents for defaulting on their mortgage and
telling you to leave
so they could continue their ministry. And I'll remember shop
ping for
food on Sunday afternoon and then cooking it for you and eating
in your apartment.
And the one time you cocked a single eyebrow to tell me "no"
when we were alone.
And convinced me to pour the rest of my Smirnoff down the
sink when
I told you I was drunk for the the first time because it was Janu
ary and I was alone.
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This Christmas, I will put cinnamon and nutmeg on to boil and
twist the lights down.
I will set bulbs on the tree enraptured with strings of white
lights. I chose it alone.
Your taste was just right last year, but this year, the branches
sprawl like a
child reaching out to be held. After the bulbs, I will slowly hang
the family
ornaments until I come upon the pipe-cleaner octopus I made in
kindergarten.
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Joe Ringenberg

October
Migrating birds stopped for a rest in my trees. Sounded like ten
thousand rusty gears. / Don't call / I don't like ringing. I like
autumn. / I like things clearing out. / I like crossing things off
lists. / I waited in the sun until the birds left with the whispered
roar of a wave, twenty thousand wings / a dress falling to a
wood floor. / Hang up / back to your friends, back to my chair.
/ where we belong.
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Amanda Rholand

lost long ago
pharos lighthouse
tumbled down in a
cataclysmic hiccup
releasing excess toxins nature
shook from throat to chest and
destroyed an ancient wonder —
this manmade wonder of stone
wood and mirrors fell into the sea
declaring the end of a millennia
of regulation for the port
the light and smoke visible from one
hundred miles away disappeared
— ships at sea lost their guide
ran aground missed the harbor
turned around on misty nights
lost their way on cloudy days
slowed down commerce in the city
alexandria ruined —no longer able to sustain the
scholars and priests discovering studying translating
architecture geometry algebra history scripture in the
libraries universities monasteries forums of this
ancient city of learning that imploded millennia ago
the city became a shattered village — the citizens
lived in the past failed to improve the present lost
sight of their future and never recovered their former
renown respect and grandeur without the illumination
of the pharos lighthouse that tumbled down long ago
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Don Bogen's comments on "lost long ago:
This poem impresses me for its subject and its energy. It's
hard to take on a historical subject like this without sounding
ponderous or sermonizing. By focusing on the specifics of the
disaster—how the lighthouse was made, the effect of its loss
on ships, the realms of activity that collapsed with it-the poet
puts us directly in the scene and allows its meaning to arise
by implication. The style of this poem—with no capital letters
and only a few dashes for punctuation—evokes the speed and
chaos of the devastation, and its scope and consequences build
powerfully as we move from stanza to stanza. A dynamic and
vivid engagement with the past.
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Amanda Rohland

What Jude, Paul, and Peter Left Unsaid
To those who are the calledloved by God the Father and
kept by Jesus Christ. —Jude

You are clouds pregnant with water
standing firm against the hurricanes,
Bearing fruit beyond the season,
twice birthed, with roots entrenched;
calm currents of the river
that steadily erode Satan's hold;
lights on the hill for whom there is
eternity with the Light forever —
you are never ending,
your God is grace,
your glory is found in your God —
you have turned your hearts to the heavenly;
you are overflowing springs, pregnant
clouds withstanding hurricanes, for whom
there is eternity with the Light forever.
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Laurie Susen, excerpt from "Resonance"

Something of Her Sense of Pride
The house the child
grew up in was
about 4 ft. from the house
on its left - this distance
echoing equally
all down the street.
Her last summer there,
she dug the grave
no one else would dig
for their cat - who had lain
hours, stiffening
on the tile floor
at the foot of the stairs.
She had knelt next to
the tiny body, nauseated
by its bloated belly
and looked stubbornly
from living room to kitchen
at the ones who had
left it there. She
bent to kiss its face,
and with shining eyes
and automatic arms
picked it up
and brought it outside.
Between her house and the next,
her arms sometimes brushing
the wood shingles,
with an age and strength
she shouldn't have known,
she started shoveling earth
in the narrow space.
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Her scabby knees sunk into
the loose dirt beside the hole
as she waited there, gently cradling
the black trash bag holding the body
heavy with stilled movement
before laying it easily into the grave.
For fear the neighbors
would see, she didn't weep
but only stood and breathed.
The sky finished the day
with a humid gray evening
while she finished the burial
one shovel at a time,
one shovel at a time.

*

*

*

When you dream of home, what do you dream of? Deep
within your self-consciousness, what or where is it that you
label home? I still dream of the house of my childhood. I have
no idea why. But if I dream and I'm meant to be in my home
during it, most often I will be in the kitchen of that first house in
Haledon. I haven't lived there for close to ten years now (that's
half my life) but within me it's still what I identify as home.
A good friend of mine from high school was a Korean
from Brazil named Vanessa. At thirteen, barely able to speak
English, she had come to the states with a student visa and the
name of the guardian with whom she was to stay. Over the
years, we've had a lot of conversations about her home and
where she finds it. Most recently she wrote this: For awhile I
was convinced home could be things, objects, memories. But
all of that becomes meaningless without an actual place. When
I left Brazil, I brought with me a shoebox full of pictures and
letters, a stuffed elephant and a few children's books and other
objects. I used to think that by doing so, I was bringing a bit of
home with me. The thing is that when I was at the Avanzato's
house those things never made it out of the closet. In the begin
ning, Mrs. Avanzato used to tell me to make myself at home and
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hang a few things and decorate the room, but I never really did
it. I knew that wasn't and would never be home to me, despite
all the possessions I had there. I guess that's when I realized that
home had to be a place.
On the other hand, here I am now back visiting the
house I grew up in, but somehow I still don't feel at home. The
weird thing is that a lot of my things were untouched since I left
... like they were frozen in time. The other day I came across
an old daytimer from sixth grade. It was like I was reading
someone else's words. I didn't even recognize my own words. I
think in English now, rather than Portuguese. I'm here now, in
the house I grew up in, and I feel like a complete stranger.
The thing of it is - this is legally my home. My parents
own it, and lean do whatever I want here, I could tango by my
self in the living room, except that now this house is in a world
that is not home to me anymore. People here have become
strangers. So ... I guess home does also have a lot to do with the
people surrounding you.
I remember when I was fifteen I used to cry a lot because
I would wake up and feel lost. Have you ever woken up hav
ing no idea where you were? I guess I used to dream of home
(Brazil back then), but now I'm not even sure of where I dream
about.
After I finish my undergrad, it will be nine years of liv
ing like this ... nine years without being able to say, "I have a
home." I'm waiting for the day I finally get a job, get my own
place, full of my own things, where people would come to visit
me and I would finally feel completely free and comfortable in
it. Until then my memories, letters, and objects will be rotting in
some cheap storage room.
I've caught myself desiring much the same. I'll be driv
ing around late at night, passing by houses with warm glowing
lights, decorated rooms, quiet comfortable corners, and people
inside who call them all their own. I want something like that to
go home to. But how? And where? It's so simple and something that so many people have but when it's not present it feels
like an impossible dream. The house and home of my
childhood is a thing of the past, it's now a building that I'll oc
casionally drive past and experience flashes of memory from.
The house my family lives in now is home simply because that's
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where they are, but I've lived in my dorm room more than I
have with my family these past four years. I spent last sum
mer in Florida with my own apartment, my own job, my own
life - and I set myself up pretty well, but it still never felt like a
home. Home is the place you want to take people to so that they
can get to know you better. It's where you invest yourself, your
time, care, and love. It has everything to do with who you are
and what has become of your life. Each of these places hold a
part of who I am and have helped me to become what I am, but
the home I'm looking for is one where myself, a house, and my
family meet.
I don't completely buy into Hansburg's argument that
children are healthier if their identity remains separate from
their home. For young or old, if home is where you're spending
your time, sharing love, learning about yourself, and investing
your money, it should become a part of your self. We can speak
of places, houses, people, memories, but how often do we feel as
if we've genuinely captured what home really means to us? Or
what it is?
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Elizabeth Tatum

Daughter visits her elderly mother
Your hallway is a narrow tunnel
with unexpected openings
that are stuffed with old ladies,
and dusty potholders crocheted
by well-knotted hands.
A red cloth wreath from Christmas
is dangling limply on your door—
the nurses haven't bothered with it
and it's March now.
The woman on the bed next to yours
is talking to her bird —they're good friends.
We'll go to the sunroom, you say.
It doesn't have that covered-up smell.
I compliment your hair
as your hand curls around my arm.
But we don't talk about things,
because years and grief have
worn away like your old bones.
You tell me a story I've heard before.

Don Bogen's Comments on "Daughter visits her elderly mother:
The scene here is bleak, and the poem is restrained and powerful
in its description of it. The poet has a gift for images—dusty
potholders, a leftover Christmas wreath, a woman talking to
her bird—that are specific enough to get us really seeing the
environment and evocative enough to make us feel it. The
powerful understated tone of the poem and the last line that
brilliantly caps it are highlights in this rich portrait.
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Jenny Walton

The Season of Return
There is a place detained between dreams,
Where man finds himself standing along the bank of the Lethe,
Where he senses, across the troubled waters, the sleeping hill;
Where peace settles like the heavy mist and the air is infectiously
still.
The scent of autumn and spring tangled together in the haze of
twilight.
Empty cries of imagination echoing endlessly in agonizing flight
Reminding him of tomorrow, inevitably to happen if he wakes.
As all important things so often seem to do,
This land is gently fading with the kisses of a slipping moon.
Exhaustion beckoning him forward to the day,
Hidden in the folded rays of a blissful reality,
Yet another world of hope dissolving to dust.
He is leaving behind the magic, the memory.
He does not drink to forget life but the dreams.
To stay is to die,
To leave is to live,
But what else is to be done
If he is to return
With nothing left to give?
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John Bundick

Toucan's Cry
'Slide down the slippery slope of the sloth.'
'If only cactus's flew.'
'This is non-sense.'
'I know. What else is there to do?'
'Eat grass/ -slight chuckle- 'Why are you this way?'
'What way?'
'Don't look at me like you don't know what I'm saying.'
'Alright. Fine. Is that why you came here? To crack
open a mess?'
'The egg has to be broken.'
'I like my shell.'
-silence'That may be true, but-'
'But nothing. Either the shell is broken from within or
from without.'
'What's the difference how it breaks? I don't want it to
happen now.'
-buzzing horseflies'It has to happen; better now than later.'
'I want to be normal.'
'Excuse me?'
'Like you. Like everyone else.'
'Well then I guess you are like everyone else.'
-Sun heats bodies, sweat runs'No, no I'm not. You don't understand.'
'Make me understand.'
'You can't.'
'I can't or do you not want me to?'
'Don't end a sentence with a preposition.'
'Don't nitpick about how I talk; at least I do talk. I want
to listen, now do you want me to?'
'You ended with a preposition. Besides, talk is cheap.'
'Only if it's free.'
'I guess.'
'So what is it?'
-swats at fly'Well, I'll tell you; about a year ago, one came and told

135

us that we should let people know who we really are so that we
can have real friends among them.'
'What bothers you about that? It's just some guy.'
'He's right though; at least a little. I tried really hard,
but I keep feeling the bruising weight that atlas felt as he held
the world up in the heavens.'
-Flies buzz-Wind blows-Grass sways'How's that?'
'I go from being their slave, their subservient to almost
being equal and they still tell me that I'm still the livestock that
they have carefully bred in the barns.'
'What?'
'They don't say it of course - that wouldn't be nice.
They just treat me that way.'
-A cloud drifts in front of sun, brief shade'Now why do say that.'
'I told you' - tears- 'you wouldn't understand.'
'Let me try.'
'You're not born with much, and you're not given much
for free, and you never can keep much as your own. You know
how it goes, don't store treasure...'
'Where moth and rust destroy and the thief comes and
steals?'
'Yeah. I tried not to do that. I kept trying to keep my
dignity and my humanity, but even that was taken because they
say I don't have humanity. Our kind never has it.'
'This seems like a thinly veiled story.'
'Like a toucan's cry.'
'Sure.'
'I just want to be a person,' - tears, hot, coming in rivers
- 'not this.'
-looks at body-kicks at grass'That's understandable.'
'Do you know, I mean do you KNOW what it is to not
be allowed feeling? You go from being the field worker of the
kingdom to being what you think of as an equal and in both
spots you re not allowed to feel. When you get angry,' -shame'or frustrated, it's as if you've gone and committed the ultimate
sin. God forgive me! Am I so awful?'
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'I don't gather so.'
-bees buzz-dogs bark'I just want to be able to feel like they do and not have
to be something else. Do you dig what I'm saying? They joke
about what I am; they joke about tan that and tan this and black
that and no good lazy that; that's all they want from me is their
joke, their field hand who digs the plowshare deep and that's it.'
-yelling heard in distance-turns head'I think it's more than that.'
'No. You're right. I feel like I felt when that thing hap
pened.' -looks expectantly'The first beating?'
'Yeah. It's the first time I remember that thing happen
ing.'
-sobs'Why?'
'You know, when lawyers talk of rape, they talk of ac
tual penetration by the assailant.'
'I guess. You hear more about law from them than I do.'
'You can penetrate and break the sack around Christ's
heart with a spear and it's barely murder by the witnesses. He
was a criminal in their eyes...'
-tractor heard-tractor moves across field in distance, slowly rumbling
along'So you're the Christ? And when was He, well.
'No, but, let me talk. Now you're thinking like them...'
'Who're they?'
'You know.'
-looks at tractor cutting across cow pastures'No. No I don't.'
'Those who won't let a mind have a thought; those who
won t let a heart beat; those who kill for the ivory and leave the
body, that's who I'm talking about.'
'I follow. So what about this rape?'
-flies-flies biting-flies'How horrific would it be to take advantage of and as
sault someone's soul? To take what you know, and then remind
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them that they're worthless, that they're not going to get a blood
transfusion in front of the hospital, to remind them that they are
there to be taken advantage of and that no one cares; how far do
you have to penetrate for that to be the murder of Plato for test
ing what Oracle gave him?'
'I don't know.'
'Not far. Look at me. Look at me. I'm worthless; we
don't have feelings we just have a body and a dull mind which is
good only for service; I'd give that service-'
'Then why are you like this?'
-plane overhead'Because I have the curse of the marked.'
-silence-swats at flies'The marked?'
'How can the bird sing and then kill its listener?'
'I don't even know what you're talking about.'
'By not listening to its own song.'
'Alright.'
'I was told that I have no worth and no value. That's
how I feel; that's what I know I am, but you don't understand
and they don't care.'
'Why not?'
'Because I have no feelings and I'm only supposed to
be concerned with what the weight on my back is and to carry
it without complaint even when it's more than what the rider
thinks it is. Don't you see that you're a valuable commodity;
if we were both to go to market, you'd bring such a high price
because you're something beautiful and well groomed and I'm a
lowly jackass.'
'Mules have value.'
'Only as mules. We'll never be horses.'
You're more than that to me. You're a human.'
'Thanks. I'm going to go back to doing what I'm sup
posed to be doing.'
-begins to turn'And what's that?'
'Carrying weight.'
'Why?'
It s all they want. It's all they respect. And as sad as it
is, I want that.'
-looks down-
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'You know what, go rest.'
'You know, we're not allowed that privilege - we toil so
that they might not work so hard. We are under the whip and
the shouts; if they would just talk instead of using that whip or
the burning, maybe I'd be more likely to move.'
'Well, what can I do?'
'Make them be me for a day.'
'They're above me; why would they ever even try to be
one of us? We're both worthless.'
'You're not. I have to go. No feelings you know. No
thoughts. Just work. Just a strong back. Work. Work.'
'I think it gets better.'
'If nothing else, I have hope in the glue.'
-talking mule meanders, head down towards the gate of
the pasture, talking horse trots to barn shade.-
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"Pandaren Kensai" by Jason Bates
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Hannah DeRegibus

The Death Tree
"The streets weren't always this long," Maria mumbled
to herself. The road stretched as one long patch of black ice that
appeared to go on forever. The air seemed to turn colder every
second. That morning, while Maria was powdering her colorless
cheeks and trying to remove the stained mascara from under
her puffy eyes, the radio broadcaster announced the coming of
another cold winter's day with a high of -15° F. Maria slammed
her hand down on the radio to switch the "OFF" button.
Now, in the cold, the winter was merciless as the endless
black cars inched their way along the street.
"What did you say?" The dark-brown-haired man
shifted in the tan leather seat next to her making a loud rubbing
sound; he glanced at Maria with a look of concern. "I hate that
noise," Maria thought as she slowly tapped the gas. The car
crept forward but had to stop soon enough.
There was a much older man in the backseat who had
been sobbing uncontrollably. It had been the only noise to ease
the pain of the wordless air. Now he was quiet; his nearly bald
head was the only patch of skin with color on his body, having
been rubbed repeatedly in mourning anguish. His almost non
existent remaining tuffs of pure white hair only dreamed of the
days they were black and now refused to be tamed.
The sobbing was now followed by an unbearable,
awkward silence. If it wasn't for the roar of Maria's grey, 2010
coup, the three could probably hear themselves blink. Every so
often, the tension would break with the hope that someone had
attempted to make conversation.
"Nothing," Maria said, sulking. "I didn't say anything.
Silence. Far off in the distance, she could hear the honking of
impatient cars. "No respect," she huffed. Maria looked around
hurriedly. The windows were fogged and she had only scraped
a little hole out of the ice on her windshield in order to drive that
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morning. Maria hadn't wanted to stay outside too long; she was
still bitter at God for the cold.
"And why can't I see out of this car?" She slammed
her tiny, snow-white hands down on the steering wheel and
began madly rubbing at the windows. She felt confined,
claustrophobic. She could only see the inside of the car and hear
the noises from the outside. She wanted to be free. The world's
too unfair, she thought.
"Maria, I know you are upset. I am too," he looked back
at the old man, the rubbing of the leather seat make Maria grind
her teeth. "We all miss her, but..." With that, the old man had
renewed his strength and burst into a fresh batch of tears.
"Daniel, now look what you did! You're not helping
anything; just leave it alone!" The car lurched forward and the
procession of cars began to move again.
"We can't leave it alone. This is her day!" Daniel
exclaimed. "This is when we're supposed to remember her life.
We've got to be thankful she's with Him now."
"Daniel, can you hear yourself? All that talk isn't going
to make her come back. Just look at us; this is pathetic." Maria
sighed impatiently. She remembered those icy eyes of discipline
and order and then faded into a soft blue ring of love. She
remembered those rosy cheeks that seemed to bring color to the
rest of the world. She looked out the window and gazed at the
trees lining the sides of the street; their limbs were bent with the
weight of the hard, glistening dreariness of winter.
Maria remembered when she broke her wrist on the
an
h g gbder in her backyard. Her father's strong arms lifted her
with concern into the red van. He had just begun to lose some
hair, but by his strength, it was obvious he was younger than he
looked. Maria looked in the rear-view mirror at the little heap of
a man. Hmm.... No resemblance, Maria decided as she sighed
again.
She remembered the long brown hair sweeping over her
body as the delicate hands buckled her seatbelt. The woman,
the picture of calmness, started the car and began to sing softly,

"You are my sunshine, my only sunshine...." Maria squinted.
A sudden burst of brightness shot through the clouds, creating
a blinding light reflecting off the snow. Bother, Maria thought
as she put down the sun visor. She held her face in a stubborn
expression, praying that the world couldn't see her tears. She
cursed the sun and the light that it brought. The fast-moving
clouds soon covered the beams and resumed their dreary
countenance.
Maria slowed to a near stop and turned to follow the
car in front of her through the solemn entrance; the long line of
cars behind pursued them. They stopped when the car in front
of them stopped. The three of them sat in silence for a moment,
wondering what was to come next, none of them wanting to get
out.
"Let me get the door for you," Daniel said to Maria as he
opened his door.
"No, thanks ... 1 got it. You help him," she said,
gesturing to the elderly man in the back. He was staring out of
the window, looking terrified at a pile of dug-up dirt under a
tree.
"Come on, Dad," Daniel said compassionately. He
tenderly lifted one of his father's arms to help him out of the
car. Maria waited for the two to join her. She stamped her feet
in the bitter cold, her black heels clicking impatiently on the
pavement. Her long, black skirt was not keeping her warm and
the atmosphere sent a shiver up her spine. The fog was thick
and she was glad of it. The caring voice of the past came back to
her: "You make me happy when skies are grey ..."
"Miss Hopecum?" A man in a black suit offered his arm
to her and led her to the pile of dirt under the tree. There were
seats nearby and he presented one to her. Maria sat and looked
at the tree. It was nothing like the trees that lined the streets;
they had seemed almost glorious in their gloom. Their shining
ice seemed almost pretty although unhappy, like a single tear
gliding down a composed cheek. This tree was horrific, with
its long appendages, damp and black, grasping for God knew

what only to have its tendrils return empty handed. Its fat roots
stretched, living lavishly off the highly fertile soil. Maria hated
the tree and looked disgustedly at it.
It wasn't until the service was over that Maria was able
to be alone under the tree. The pile of soil was gone and in its
place was a stone with a respectable inscription. Maria stared at
it in disbelief, the tears swelling in her eyes.
LEAH HOPECUM
(1957-2029)
The tears spilled over her lashes, she remembered
that clear, loving voice sing, "You'll never know, dear, how
much I love you ..." At that, Maria threw herself on her knees,
wailing. Her hair was damp with the dew and fog and there
were two parallel charcoal-colored lines that streaked down her
pale face. She heard a car door open and slam behind her. The
snow crunched as the unsteady walking disrupted the dreamy
blanket.
"Please, God," she screamed. She beat her fists on
the unsettled ground, the thin layer of ice ripping cuts into
her knuckles. The footsteps behind her came urgently faster.
"God," she whispered, "You took my sunshine away." A pair
of shiny, black shoes appeared beside her and two strong hands
helped her to her feet.
He hears your prayers, Maria," Daniel's deep voice
spoke softly to her. "Come on, let's go home." His hand gently
tugged at her arm and the two of them began to walk toward the
car. Daniel opened the door for her and as she sat down, Maria
looked past him at the scene of serenity and prayed, "Lord, give
me sunlight again."
After Daniel closed the door, Maria stared out the
window, trying to ignore the clown-faced reflection looking back
at her. In a moment of grace, the clouds revealed another beam
of light. The sun peered down on the scene; the tree was radiant
and the stone shined brightly. The ice on the tree began to melt
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and snow randomly fell from its limbs. As the car pulled away,
Maria felt the warmth of the sun through the window and her
tears dry on her rosy cheeks.

'I'm too beautiful for you" by Lance Durovey
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Peter Dull

The Quilt
Yards of red cotton draped themselves over every
surface in the small room. The material ran over the work
table and onto the floor, pooled and gathered near the stool
by the window, and flowed upward along the measuring line
that laboriously counted out yard after yard of crimson cloth.
Gregory's delicate hands pulled it along with impatient energy.
The fingers moved with a sure motion, well-used to such tasks
as measuring fabric. Next to the bent figure sat a cabinet with tall
doors that stretched from floor to ceiling and opened silently on
oiled brass hinges to reveal miles of thread inside. The spools of
thread reflected the whole of the spectrum. In fact, in Gregory's
opinion, the assortment surpassed the rainbow's palette in
nuance and variety of tone. The doors stood open now, proudly
displaying their wares in orderly rows. Every so often, brown
eyes behind thick bifocals would raise themselves to give the
collection a critical inspection. The cotton, the thread, and the
silk pattern had to perfectly compliment each other. Would the
yellow look better than the aqua, or should he be more subtle
and use a deep navy or black? This was a question of details,
and God was in the details. Anyone who wanted to please God
should be concerned about details.
His eyes moved from their contemplation of the cabinet
to the view through the sewing room window. The even top of a
privet hedge stood softly greening on the other side of the glass.
A flat yard stretched out away from the house, punctuated by
circular patches of bright yellow daffodils and parallel rows of
tulips that stood gleaming yellow and red in the clear spring
light. Below the eyes, thin lips broke into a smile of satisfaction.
Gregory Snyder valued control and order. Days like today
were amongst his favorite, when he could work on his projects
without fear of interruption from his mother or the threat of
visitors since the weekend had ended and any well-meaning
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acquaintances would have their own daily lives to contend with.
He breathed a happy sigh. This house was the perfect place for
his reclusive personality — miles from town, with a large yard
and conspicuously tall hedge that kept away both the noise from
the road and wondering eyes. Privacy was another virtue in Mr.
Snyder's mind.
The soft sound of cat's paws turned the gaze of the eyes
back to the interior of the room. Eliot, the short-haired Russian
Gray, stopped in the doorway and regarded the occupant with
cool yellow eyes. Gregory's soft hands stilled themselves, and
his mouth smiled again. It was lunch time. Eliot was as prompt
as any alarm clock at making sure meals were served in a timely
manner, a trait Gregory greatly admired in an animal. He gently
folded the cloth and set it on the table. Following Eliot through
the living and dining rooms, he reflected that this was, indeed, a
perfectly wonderful existence that he had come into. His wife's
death three years earlier and his subsequent inheritance of her
small but adequate fortune had allowed him to buy this house in
the country. He was daily thankful for this fact, and remembered
to praise God for it in his daily prayers. Julia would've hated to
live this far away from the cultural outlets of the city and her
circle of friends, but Gregory adored living in relative isolation.
It wasn't that he disliked people; it was just that he was quite
content with his own company.
The spring sunlight came through large windows in
the kitchen, giving the room a clean but cold illumination.
Gregory paused in the middle of the room to again admire his
great sensibility in buying this house. A restored single-story
bungalow with a well-equipped kitchen, two bedrooms (one
of which was easily converted into a sewing room), and two
acres was an excellent find on his part. He congratulated himself
again. Eliot gave a demanding yowl, and Mr. Snyder opened the
refrigerator to pull out the cat's meal-half a can of Fancy Feast
opened the night before. Leaving the hungry feline growling
contentedly over his bowl, the man turned his attention back
to the contents of the refrigerator. His mother had left him a
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casserole dish full of Bouillabaisse, one of his favorite soups. He
always found the smell of fish delicious. As the soup reheated in
the microwave, Gregory remembered the conversation he'd had
with his mother the day before. Coming home from church to
have their ritual lunch at his house, she'd complained to him of
her life at the assisted living facility.
"It's positively degrading, the beef broth they try to pass
off as Soupe a l'Oignon," she'd exclaimed. If it weren't for the
kitchenette in her small apartment, she would probably starve.
The neighbors around her were too loud, and the women of
the establishment all gossiped terribly about each other. "And
Marguerite, the senile bat in the apartment next door, well..."
It appeared as if the only thing Mrs. Snyder liked about her
living arrangement was the opportunity it gave her to complain
about something besides her medical problems. She had hinted
numerous times that it would be lovely if she could just come
and live with him, but her son had learned to successfully
change the subject whenever his mother would start to address
him as "My dearest Gregory" and reminisce fondly of the days
she had shared an apartment with him after she had divorced
his father. "Dearest Gregory" would have none of it.
The soup tasted good, reminding Gregory Snyder of
the Bouillabaisse his mother fixed for family meals years ago.
The taste of the soup was the best thing about those meals, in
his opinion. He remembered intently focusing on the flavor,
trying to distract himself from the yelling that went on between
his parents as they sat at the table. His father's job had required
him to travel and this suited Mr. Snyder Sr. just fine. He
had come to dislike his wife after years of matrimony. Their
marriage had been the result of the intense years Mr. Snyder
had spent in Europe during WWII. Mrs. Snyder was young,
dark-haired, exotic, and French —a heady combination to a
rather lonely soldier. When he returned to the States after the
war, Gregory's father had sent for his lover and ended up with
not only her, but her mother as well. This was not the ideal start
to a marriage, in Mr. Snyder's opinion. Caught between two
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such temperamental people at a young age, Gregory ended up
spending many hours with his French grandmother, "Grande
Maman," as she'd insisted he call her, learning the art of sewing
and being thoroughly effeminized by a woman who had never
had sons and believed that Gregory would have been better off
as a girl anyway. Although he had recovered from most of his
grandmother's designs upon his masculinity by the time he had
graduated from high school, Gregory retained his love of sewing
and French sensibilities in regards to matters of food and decor.
After Gregory loaded and closed the dishwasher, he
walked back to the sewing room. Retirement had come early for
him, his marriage to a wealthy woman allowing him the easy life
of the financially secure. His marriage had not been a passionate
one, but, after witnessing the results of his parent's "passionate"
relationship, Gregory hadn't desired such an experience. He had
married Julia when he was already in his mid-40s, and both of
them had maintained fairly independent lifestyles until Julia was
diagnosed with breast cancer eight years ago. Gregory had cared
for her as he would've a hurt bird —making her comfortable and
tending to her needs, washing and feeding her when she was
at last too weak to do so from the chemo treatments. Theirs had
always been a rather platonic love, and Julia's death had left
Gregory sad but relieved. He had sold all of her possessions and
their house in the city, preferring the quietude and simplicity of
country life.
The sewing room represented the greatest passion
Gregory felt towards anything. He had a talent for quilt
making, and the church bazaar provided him with the annual
opportunity to show off years of experience in creating intricate
and meticulous designs. Each of the quilts he made had a unique
pattern, many of which were inspired by his French Catholic
upbringing. The only part of his life that Gregory displayed
the least bit of emotion was in the design and execution of
one his quilts. His mind focused with such intensity during
the long hours he spent hunched over the sewing machine
that it seemed as if time had slowed down, stopped, and
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begun to roll backwards till Gregory was a small boy sitting
in his grandmother's house. As much as he had resented her
domineering presence, he was thankful for the instruction
she had given him. When he heard the delighted "ohhs" and
"aahs" of parishioners at the church bazaar, it was no small
amount of satisfaction that warmed his heart and stirred his
pride in himself and the old woman who'd taught him. He
would run his hands over the detailed applique of the design
and smile to himself, saying aloud "God is in the details."
His admirers would nod their heads wisely or chuckle as if
he had made a joke, misunderstanding what Gregory had
actually said. Quilting was practically an act of worship to
him, almost a mystical experience, and the sewing room was
his little monastery. The artist gave an unconscious shrug. It
didn't matter what other people failed to appreciate the deeper
significance of his quilts. He would carry on in his life of quiet
devotion.
Gregory sat down again by the window and examined
the cloth he'd stretched out over a quilting frame. This was to
be one of his finest designs yet. It was a vision of the Virgin
Mary —complete with clasped hands, upraised eyes, and an
expression of pure devotion upon her face. Giving the portrait
any sense of depth was impossible working with fabric, so
Gregory had settled for a flat, iconic look —hoping that Father
Mathers wouldn't be offended at the Virgin's rather Orthodox
appearance. The design was difficult, with thirtytwo blocks
of fabric fitting together to make the larger design. The Virgin
herself was an applique — a solid piece of cloth to be sewn
onto the backing separately. Surrounding her, however, were
geometric patterns representing angels, lilies, and one large
golden star that had to be pieced together individually. Gregory
sighed — this was one quilt he wanted to make sure pleased his
bazaar-going audience. Carefully cutting out diamond-shaped
pieces of golden cloth for the Annunciation Star was an action
his hands well-remembered. It reminded him of the first quilt
Grande Maman had enlisted his help in.

It was a day in early spring when Mrs. Snyder dropped
her son off at her mother's house. She'd had another fight with
his father and they needed "private time" to "talk about their
argument." Gregory knew this probably meant more fighting,
but he'd wisely kept his mouth shut. He remembered watching
from behind the lace curtains in Grande Maman's front window
as the family station wagon pulled away from the curb.
Grande Maman's voice called from the back of the
house. "Viens ici," she'd insisted in French. "Nous avons du
travail a faire." Gregory remembered cautiously approaching his
grandmother's sewing room. She was usually very protective
of it, and insisted that he not even peek in the door, let alone
come to help her in her inner sanctum. "Assieds-toi," she'd
commanded, gesturing to the wooden stool by her feet. "J'ai
l'intention de t'enseigner a coudre." Gregory had examined the
fabric she held in her hands, diamond shaped pieces of green
and yellow calico and a square of white muslin. "Sit down,"
she'd said again in French. He'd sat down and the old woman
had handed him the fabric and patted him on the head. "Let's
begin." The patches would be sewn together to make a larger
diamond, and then several of these diamonds would be sewn
onto the muslin together to form a star, she'd explained. This
was known as "piecing," and the star combined with the muslin
was called a "block." When he'd asked what this was for and
why she was telling him this, Grande Maman reacted as if he'd
insulted her. "Quilts have always been important to our family!"
she'd yelled at him in French. If that was true, why had his
mother never learned how to sew, he'd asked. His grandmother
had snorted and replied that was because the girl was too stupid
to hold a needle properly. Gregory smiled remembering this. He
secretly agreed with his grandmother even now.
Grande Maman was amazingly patient in teaching
the young boy how to sew the pieces of cloth together. She
showed him how to keep a running stitch to piece the star
together, then how to press the block onto the backing, keeping
the two straight and part of the larger pattern stretched across
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the antique wooden frame. Over the course of several months,
Gregory had much time to spend at his grandmother's house as
his parents kept up their constant battling. Eventually the quilt
was finished. It was done in a Star of Bethlehem pattern, with
the large eight-point stars interlocking to create a kaleidoscope
effect. "C'est magnifique," he'd whispered looking at it. Grande
Maman had smiled to herself, as if proud of their efforts and his
usage of her native tongue.
After that first quilt, Gregory helped his grandmother
block and set many others. He'd learned all about applique
and the various stitches to use for different effects. By the time
he was nineteen, Gregory was making quilts on his own. The
initial novelty of learning the craft had turned into something
deeper for him as time went on. Quilting was an art form, the
sole means of expression that the otherwise stoical young man
indulged in. The act of making a pattern and piecing it together
had taken on a religious air for Gregory as well. He remembered
early associating the making of quilts with the Church. Grande
Maman invariably donated the fruits of her labors to the local
Catholic parish. Gregory could still picture her sitting in the
sunlight streaming through the window of that room off of her
kitchen, sunbeams filtering through her silver hair as she recited
the Lord's Prayer in French. It seemed only natural, then, that
when he started designing his own patterns they should portray
religious art. The Saints, Christ, the Parables, angels — he did
them all. His favorite subject remained, however, the Blessed
Virgin. When Father Mathers approached him once again
about making a quilt for the raffle at this year's bazaar, Gregory
jumped at the opportunity. A design had been growing in his
mind for some time. The Virgin, surrounded by the signs of her
holy office, with her adoring eyes lifted towards heaven. She
would be made of pure silk, and he would spare no expense or
detail in her creation.
Gregory stopped his reverie — needle and thread posed
in midair. Had he heard something? The sound repeated: there
was someone knocking on the back door. Reluctantly poking
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the needle back into the spool of thread, Gregory got up to see
who it was. He frowned as he closed the work room door firmly
behind him. He wasn't expecting anyone. Visitors were almost
always invited, and he hated unexpected guests because they
were usually the ones who stayed the longest. Looking out
a window, he saw a gigantic purple SUV parked half-off the
driveway on a bed of late-blooming crocus. There were bumper
stickers covering the back with messages such as Proud Parent
of an Immaculate Conception Parochial School Honor Student,"
and "Honk and Hail Mary if you love Notre Dame." Gregory
cringed. The renewed knocking, this time accompanied by the
loud whine of a small child confirmed his worst suspicions: one
of his fellow parishioners was paying him a visit.
The erstwhile host opened the door to the sight he hated
most in the world: small screaming children with sticky suckers
waving around in their dirty hands. Their mother was trying
to control her little horde by simultaneously yelling threats and
handing out more candy.
Projecting her voice over the top of the squeals of
fighting five-year olds, she said, "I don't think we've met, but
I'm Carol O'Connor." She jabbed her free hand at Gregory
with a shaking motion, the other hand occupied with the baby
grabbing at her hair. Gregory looked at the hand, looked at the
children picking the daffodils planted next to the doorway, and
regretted again the Church's position on birth control. "I'm the
coordinator for the charity bazaar," Carol bellowed. "Father
Mathers told me you were working on a quilt for the raffle, and
I was just going to check on your progress. May we come in?"
Gregory regarded her with disbelief, entertaining the thought
of slamming and locking the door, then calling animal control
to report that rodents were attacking his backdoor. That idea
died quickly when he thought of how Father Mathers would
perceive the incident. The quilt was too important to let this
petty annoyance ruin his chances of displaying his masterpiece.
With a weak smile, he stood back from the door and let the mass
of humanity surge into his dining room.
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The first thing the children did upon entering the house
was to spot Eliot blissfully sunning himself on the back of a
couch. With delighted squeals, they pursued the terrified cat out
of the room and into the front of the house. Gregory protested, "I
would rather your children not terrorize my cat!"
The mother laughed indulgently, "They won't hurt him!
We've got three cats at home, and the kids just love to play with
animals. They're so sensitive about God's creatures." Gregory
thought they were probably about as sensitive as the tire of the
SUV that was squashing his flowerbed. He'd apologize to Eliot
later. At least the children's yelling wasn't quite so loud with
them in another room.
"What do you need to know?" he asked Carol, impatient
to end this experience.
"Well, I hate to mention this so late in the ballgame, but
... have you started the quilt?" She seated herself on the couch
while Gregory remained standing.
"Yes," he replied. His visitor shifted her eyes away from
his face and bit her lip.
"We were afraid of that. The planning committee and I
were hoping that we might... suggest a design for you."
Gregory stiffened. "I'm quite capable of coming up with
my own patterns, thank you."
"Yes, of course! I wouldn't dream of suggesting ...
I mean, you don't think I meant that we thought you were
incompetent..." She was turning red. "It's just that... well,
we just moved here last year, so I've never actually seen one of
your quilts, but I was told that they were a little ... graphic." It
was Gregory's turn to go red in the face. She must have been
referencing last year's portrayal of the Crucifixion. The bas-relief
Christ was one of the most detailed stuffed designs he'd ever
created. The woman plowed on ahead, bouncing the baby on
one knee, its dangling pacifier dripping onto the upholstery. "I
• • • we ... were thinking that it would be nice to have something
a little more traditional this year. I'm partial to patchwork quilts,
myself. I bought a matching set at Marshall Field's for my twins'
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room."
Gregory ignored her as she prattled on. He was furious.
No one seemed to appreciate that his quilts were more than
handmade blankets — they were art, acts of worship even.
Besides that, this affront to his craft was carried out by one the
most vulgar women he'd ever laid eyes on. He felt that such
an outrageous request should be carried out by a priest, at
least. Carol was winding up on the subject of her children now.
"They're so precious! My little Mary looks just wonderful in her
blue school jumper. She'll drape a blanket over her head and
carry around a doll pretending to be the Virgin." The Virgin. An
idea came to Gregory. He interrupted the indulgent mother's
one-sided conversation.
"I have something you should see." He got up and
began to walk towards the sewing room, thinking that if she
only saw the quilt, she might understand why he should
be allowed to display it at the church. When he reached the
door to the sewing room, he stopped. The door was ajar. He
distinctly remembered shutting it when he was interrupted by
the unwelcome guests. A cold feeling grew in the bottom of his
stomach. He pushed the door open.
There was thread everywhere. It crossed and recrossed
the room like a deranged spider's web. Batting covered the floor
like snow, while Eliot cried pitifully from the top shelf of the
now-empty cabinet. Gregory's eyes, however, were locked on
the empty table by the window. The quilt was gone. A sniffle
behind the door broke the heavy silence of the small space.
Three pairs of eyes peered out from under three large pieces of
quilt lying on the floor. The Virgin's head covered the first child,
while the second child hid beneath a truncated body and a third
looked over the top of the Annunciation Star. Sewing shears lay
on the ground beside them.
The next five minutes passed in a blur to Gregory. When
the children s mother saw what had happened, she grabbed her
kids and began to apologize profusely. The guilty parties had
the sense to get out of the house as quickly as possible, fleeing to
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the safety of their SUV. Gregory followed the still-apologizing
woman to the door, still too shocked to say anything except
incomplete statements. "My quilt... I was going to ... it was
going to be ..." Something inside him felt torn. As she made a
hasty exit from the house, Carol's last words to him were "Don't
worry about the bazaar. We'll find someone else to make a
quilt." Gregory could only stare after her, his mouth moving but
no sound coming out. The monstrous purple vehicle roared out
of the driveway, leaving a patch of dead flowers and a stunned
man in its wake.
Gregory drifted back through the house as if in a dream.
He stopped again in the doorway of the sewing room, his eyes
drinking in the details of the massacre. The Virgin Mary's
adoring eyes seemed to bear an expression of pain now as they
stared up at him from the floor, a pain that echoed his own. The
pain spread throughout his body, cutting at his heart. The quilt
had been a piece of his soul, the culmination of the craft growing
out of that spring day long ago in the back room of Grande
Maman's house. What represented years of work and devotion
had been destroyed in a few minute's worth of haphazard
scissor work. The precious details were annihilated. Gregory felt
as if he had been punched in the stomach, as if someone had told
him that scientists had just confirmed that Nietzsche was right—
God was dead.
Tears began to roll down his face. Sunlight streamed
through the window, casting shadows on the vibrant azure silk
body lying in tatters on the floor. Outside, dusk was gathering
as the vibrant colors of the circles of daffodils and rows of tulips
faded in the setting sun. Dropping his bifocals on the table,
Gregory knelt beside the remains of the quilt and wept. His
day had started out so beautifully, how could it have devolved
into this nightmare? Sobbing and half-blind without his glasses,
Gregory began to feel around the floor, brushing aside the
batting that was strewn about, trying to find the pieces of the
quilt. One by one the three pieces were recovered. He set them
reverently on the table, and then sat with his back to them,
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thinking. The distraught artist in him demanded justice and
retribution. He would refuse Communion out of protest, leave
the church, and send a scathing letter to the editor of the local
paper about the ungrateful heathens of St. Sebastian's Parish.
Even while he was thinking this, however, he knew it would
never happen. His shoulders sagged. The Church meant too
much to him. What would his grandmother think if he acted out
of revenge? What would God think if he did that?
The spool of thread with the needle stuck in it lay on its
side on the window sill. Gregory picked it up, and then began
to arrange the Virgin's disfigured body as it should have been.
He would repair the quilt and donate it to the bazaar anyway.
Father Mathers was a religious man—he would recognize an act
of worship when he saw one. As the sun finally sank below the
horizon, Gregory sat at the sewing room window, gently placing
strips of cloth, like bandages, over the most disfigured portions
of his creation. He softly repeated the Lord's Prayer while
outside the brightest stars began to glow.
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Brittany Hanson

Rest Easy, Rosa Parks
Dear Ms. Rosa Parks,
I had not seen flowers in months until yesterday morn
ing. I stumbled upon a beautiful blooming ocean of color cover
ing the concrete walls of the alley as I walked to the lavendaria
near my apartment. The sun has not shown her face in a few
days so the splash of colorful petals fused with graffiti art
made me stop and take special notice. Life had again made a
way. Not long after I had loaded the washer and put my dollar
bills into the change machine did I hear of your passing into
the Great Hereafter. The news anchor sadly and respectfully
informed South Central that we had lost our dear grandmother.
Time froze, the quarters dropped from my hand, and tears
streamed down my face.
Ms. Parks, we never met... I only know you through
your written words and a few isolated occurrences throughout
the course of your life. But, I regret not writing sooner to thank
you —to thank you for your company on my tiresome public
transit commutes each day. These hours can pass slowly and
monotonously. This morning as I waited impatiently on the
corner of 51st and Compton Ave. for the 55,1 sat down on the
curb tired — tired of desolation, of despair, and of death. There
comes a time when one can take it no longer, a time when one
must decide to let loose, to dance, to cry, and to live or to remain
lifeless, empty and afraid. You know this time well and your
choice was courageous.
I heard your sweet, quiet whisper in the cool breeze
calling me to listen closely to the pulse of the City of Angels, to
feel her rhythm, and to dance. You were gentle when I told you
I was afraid that I might clumsily misstep and crush her toes.
You called your friends to gather round, to teach me how to
move and be one with the beat. Gandhi peaked out from behind
the dumpster. Tupac walked out of the corner ninety-nine cent
store. She crossed the street pushing his cart of tamales. The 611
bus approached and off stepped Dr. King. Then came the Bud
dha and Muhammad, Cheronda and Freddie, Abuna Chacour
and bell hooks. The beat grew louder and louder, and our
friends danced wildly until finally the rhythm took control of
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my very being.
A good friend once told me, "To dance is to be re
deemed." You taught me to dance and redemption has fol
lowed. Ms. Parks, you know not the impression your dancing
has made upon the face of this troubled and tired soul. I will
ride these buses until they have made me into a woman of truth
and courage like you; perhaps by then, in the next life, I will
be able to adequately thank you. I heard your whisper again
tonight as I traveled home past Skid Row and through the
Garment District. I offered my seat to a woman who had been
standing for too long. She resisted me for a few moments, but as
I looked into her weary eyes and persisted, she finally sat down.
She shared with me the intimacy of a wink and I whispered,
"Rest easy— rest easy, Rosa Parks."
With all the love from the depths of my soul,
BH
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Susie Hinkle

Futile Resistance
October air was stinging the tips of our ears and noses.
The year was 1990 and I was five and two of my brothers, Dan
and Luke, were seven and nine. We were outside playing around
the sandbox and the swings in our yard that was littered with
dying leaves. The day had been chaotic; Aunt Kathy had come
over to baby sit and, among other things, Luke had vomited in
the hallway, causing the house to smell like regurgitated beans
and peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. He quickly recovered,
but the whole first floor still reeked, creating an environment
that was hardly conducive to welcoming home a new addition
to the family. Perhaps that's why Kathy had sent us outside for a
while, so no more damage was done before my parents arrived
with the newborn.
I heard the distinct crunch of gravel crackling under the
weight of our van. Our dog Goldie barked loudly and jerked
from her lounging position by the bike shed. She ran over to
the driveway and chased our family van the rest of the way
into the garage. "They're home!" Luke yelled and we stopped
our activities, rushing for the house. I scurried to the back
porch and pushed apart the heavy sliding glass door leading
into the kitchen. Racing to the living room, I clumsily tripped
over the huge gray vacuum cleaner that blocked my path to the
couch. Mom had laid the new baby on her side on a huge, blue
sofa. Dressed in a pale yellow sleeper with a little blue lamb
embroidered on one side, she lay there like a little sleeping chick,
her tiny chest swelling in and out for breath. I crouched down,
my knees jutting into our once-red carpet that had faded to
orange. Tilting my head to one side, I held my thick, wind-blown
ponytail away from my face and smiled at her shock of brunette
hair and tiny nose.
"What color are her eyes?" I asked, turning to Mom who
was crouched down next to the couch
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"We can't tell for sure yet, but they look dark brown
right now," she smiled wearily, running her hand along the
baby's tender cheek.
"Her name's Amy Marie," Dad called excitedly from the
kitchen where he was setting a large diaper bag on the dinner
table, probably containing some of Mom's clothes and personal
items. I found out later that Dad had chosen the newborn's
name. He stepped into the living room and folded his arms
across his chest. "Isn't she a doll?" He smiled proudly, looking
down at Luke and Dan who were standing behind me, staring at
the little girl.
I was satisfied with what this new addition brought
to my life, even at that first moment of our meeting. And, at
age five, I resolved that change was an acceptable and exciting
endeavor. But other moments thereafter stirred me to doubt such
a view. These were moments that seemed to open my eyes to
an unexpected and resentful view of change, one that I am sure
everyone endures. Uneasy, unpleasant, and inevitable is the
slow and steady movement of time and change. Each season, the
leaves anticipate its timely arrival like the monotonous clicking
of the clock on the wall, but they never fail to put up a fight.
From first through third grade, I had a best friend
named Chris who lived across the street. Nearly every day, I
would run to the edge of the road that ran along our front yard
and wait for him to come bounding out his front door. He'd
wave and I'd race over, wondering what adventure we were
going to have. Sometimes, we would play with his mini Legos
down in his huge basement or we would play house, he always
being the dad and I his wife or teenage daughter. When the
weather was warmer we would dash outside and hop on his
swings, pumping our legs to see whose toes could reach further
into the sky.
One fall afternoon, Chris had a new friend over from
school. They were shooting hoops on his new adjustable
basketball hoop in his driveway when I rushed over near the
ditch next to the road. I called to them and gave an excited wave,
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"Hey, Chris!" His head spun around and he smiled back and,
after mentioning something to his friend, the two walked over to
the edge of the street. Chris cupped one hand around his mouth
and yelled through the wind that was tossing his blonde hair
into his face,
"Susie, we found this really cool stick we wanna show
you."
I smiled and threw back, "Okay!"
"Wait there, we'll be right back." With that, the boys
turned and headed for the back yard, grinning widely and
giving each other a high five. I pressed my chilly fingers to
my cheeks and bounced up and down, excited about this new
discovery. It might not be as good as the worms, I thought, but
I'll bet it's close!
At least once a season, Chris and I had always stumbled
upon a new plant, rock, or creature. The previous summer it had
been one afternoon when we wandered out through the gate at
the edge of his backyard and climbed in the large, knotted tree
that stood near the edge of the vacant road. We hadn't ventured
too high before we noticed little blobs that looked like bright
green sausages scattered on some of the branches. I jumped
down immediately as Chris leaned his head down to inspect the
new discovery.
"They're worms!" he yelled with satisfaction.
"Nu-uh!" I responded, running over to him, my lips
twisted in a sour expression. We sprinted across his yard and
burst through his back door, breathlessly persuading his mom
of the slimy, neon creatures bigger than our fists that were
holding the tree hostage. Later we found out that the huge green
assailants were garden tomato worms that, for some reason, had
decided instead to scarf on the poor leaves of the tree.
While I was waiting, I looked down and finished
zipping up my puffy, hand-me-down coat and pulled the strings
around my hood to trap in the heat. There was a thick layer of
un-raked leaves at my feet and I began to slowly pace back and
forth in a zigzag pattern, jerking my head up every few minutes
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to scan the yard and see if Chris and his friend had returned
with the newfound treasure. They hadn't. I sat down Indianstyle on the crunchy leaves, hoping the boys would perhaps pop
out the front door any moment.
Forty-five minutes later, I stood up and rubbed my
numbing arms and legs. The chilly breeze caused one of my
eyes to tear, but 1 knew it was more than the wind. Chris and his
friend weren't coming back. I slowly trudged back to the house,
forcing back a trickle of tears with my cold fists.
The next day when I saw Chris, I asked him about the
stick and he looked at me and laughed. "We were just kidding!"
My heart sank. Crashing toy trucks together, creating explosions
with plastic action figures, role-playing as the Teenage Mutant
Ninja Turtles and tricking naive little girls were more appealing
to him now than making up stories or swinging or charting
new discoveries. Even at age seven, I understood rejection
and swallowed the idea that things were going to change. Our
friendship was never the same after that.
It's not so different than the sixties-something woman
who squints in front of the bathroom mirror, hoping by fogging
her view that the lines by her mouth and swells under her eyes
will disappear. She pats on Mary Kay concealer and remembers
when a few dashes of rouge and a layer of lipstick were all it
took to make her face glow. But with the steady movement of
time, wrinkles and sprouted hairs have made their mark in her
once taut skin and she pats and rubs and plucks and glosses
in disparity, viciously fighting her relentless adversary. Lying
limply on the back of the toilet is the Daily Gazette folded
opened to the advertisement section revealing the slogan for
Toys "R" Us: "I don't wanna grow up, I'm a Toys 'R' Us kid...
Woven into our human existence is the instinct to resist the
complications of change and yearn for the simplicity that defines
those first innocent years.
For nearly every birthday, I would receive a Precious
Moments" coloring book. I'd usually sprawl out on my bedroom
floor and bury myself in the new book until I had shaded and
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colored every curve and detail of each picture. Soon I began
thinking of what to do with these projects and decided to frame
them and give them periodically to my brother Isaac, who was
ten years older. I began to anticipate the grocery runs to WalMart every two weeks or so. After having saved enough money
from household chores, I would buy a suitable frame for my
masterpieces. The pictures were fitted in the frames and I would
save them for the perfect time to covertly place them in his room.
This scenario repeated for a month or two: I would dart
downstairs and peek around the corner to make sure Isaac's
bedroom was vacant, set the gift on his cluttered dresser, then
hurry back up the stairs, anticipating his acknowledgement.
About a week would pass and I couldn't wait until he'd get up
from the dinner table, arch his back and head downstairs. I'd
follow soon after and occupy myself in the basement until he
emerged from his room. He'd eventually come out and notice
me, usually on the way to the laundry room with his heaping
clothesbasket, and walk over to where I was playing "Putt-Putt
Saves the Zoo" or "Geo-Safari" on the computer. I'd look up at
him and see his bright blue eyes and disheveled hair. People
always said our blue eyes and blondish brown hair were nearly
identical and I'd smile with satisfaction at the thought. He
would lean over and mention something about the picture on his
dresser then say, "Thanks Booze," offering one of his half smiles
and using the nickname he had given me.
"Oh, you're welcome," I'd respond, as if I'd forgotten
the deed.
While in the basement one day, I wandered into Isaac's
bedroom. He had been packing to go somewhere; maybe it was
one of his high school choir trips or golf tournaments. Whatever
it was, it had turned his room into "a pig sty" as Mom called it. I
nearly tripped as I hopped over his old golf bag that was turned
on its side and was sitting in the doorway. There was always
something mischievous and inviting about sneaking into one of
my brother's bedrooms when they weren't there. I knew it was
nosy and it was about the only rebellious thing I'd let myself
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do as a kid. Sometimes I'd slowly slide open the jammed top
drawer of their dresser and socks and underwear would topple
out. I'd laugh and fling the undergarments back to their crowded
post, promising myself to never again get into my brothers' stuff.
This time it wasn't the top drawer that piqued my
curiosity. I walked over to Isaac's dresser and noticed something
familiar amidst the papers, golf tees, mismatched socks, and
other pieces of clothing strewn in his bottom drawer. One of
the framed pictures I had given him was underneath. I slowly
extracted it from the mess and turned it over to reveal the glass
in the frame that was cracked from the top to bottom. I ran
my little finger along the ridge of the crack and looked at the
inscription on the bottom corner. "To Ike From Susie." Some
of the wax from the crayons had broken away from the words,
causing some fragments to stick to the glass. I quickly placed the
frame back in the drawer and exited his room, clearing the path
of a tear that had furrowed a trail in my cheek. This high school
thing was making Isaac forget about me, or worse, not care
about me. Whatever it was, I knew that change was the culprit.
It's like the father with the beading forehead and sweaty
palms that cannot bear to unhook arms with his only daughter.
Not today, let it be tomorrow, he pleads, sighing at her elaborate
hair and pleasing smile. "Who gives this woman...?" He forces
a swallow down his dry throat and silences his instinctive
response: No, you can't! The daughter smiles at his forming
tears and red-rimmed eyes and mistakes it for joy as she kisses
his wet cheek.
Denise and I were best friends from ages four to nine.
Her brown, pin-straight hair, bronze complexion, and hazel
eyes complemented my bushy curls, fair and freckly skin, and
periwinkle eyes. Our friendship always included bundling
together at our sleepovers to calm our fears of the scary alligator
monster that lingered under the bed. After outside activities at
her house, such as playing catch with her half-worn softball,
we would come bounding inside for cold lemonade and plop
onto one of her squishy beanbags that lived in her front room.
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We would gulp down the refreshments, then lay back and turn
our heads towards each other and repeat the ridiculous saying
that became our motto: "Blurp balls, they make you want to
bluuuurp!" Each time we spouted the dramatic slogan in unison
we would burst out in a fit of uncontrollable giggles until our
stomachs ached. Later, we would migrate to her living room and
sprawl out on the soft brown carpet and watch "Willie Wonka
and the Chocolate Factory" or a Disney film of our choosing.
Sometimes while playing at my house, Denise and
I would go explore in the acre of woods that lined the back
property of our yard and perform a "search and rescue" for
the stray golf balls that my brother had hit past the sassafras
trees and into the forest below. Occasionally, if we were lucky,
some of the neighbor kids would be around and we could hold
an apple tree war. The opponents would gather the green,
quarter-sized apples, return to their stations on either side of the
huge yard, and chuck the tiny bullets at each other's makeshift
barricades.
One afternoon, Denise and I felt particularly daring
and constructed an obstacle course around my swing set that
was outlined by a huge rectangular sandbox. One of the feats
included jumping through a swing (which had a blue rubber
seat at the bottom and which was strung through and held up
by chains) without touching the chains on either side. It was
my turn and I had mustered a good running head start, leaving
impressions of my high tops in the soft sand, and leapt through
the swing with my arms out in front of me. Suddenly, mid-jump,
my shoe grazed the swing, throwing me terribly off balance.
A piece of a jutting chain link caught me under my right arm,
scraping about an inch across the tender surface of my skin.
Denise rushed over to me and shouted, "Susie, are you okay?"
"Yeah, I'm ok," I responded, slowly coming to my feet
and holding my arm above my head and out to the side to stop
the string of blood from trickling onto my clothes. We quickly
made our way inside to dress the wound.
That thin white scar is still evident today. At the time,
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Mom urged me to apply anti-scar cream to diminish the mark,
but I refused. I resolved in the days thereafter to always have
a way to remember Denise when I grow old, thinking in those
moments that I would endure a thousand more such injuries if I
knew she would remain my friend forever. Sometimes I rub my
fingers over the mark and remember how Denise and I had both
planned to never change, arranging our double weddings and
children's names. Our lives would always intertwine and our
dreams coincide, we thought.
But our lives did change and still do. We attended
the same high school for only one year, forming new groups
of friends and fostering our own lofty ambitions. Neither of
us would have guessed our present state of living so opposed
to our childish predictions: she a young wife and mother in
California and myself unattached and mid-way through college
in the cornfields of Indiana. I haven't seen or talked to Denise for
nearly four years and if we were to pass on the street, we would
be hard pressed for conversation.
Every human who has ever had the luxury of experience
knows of change. To some, it is so close that they can smell its
potency and they quiver in its presence, while others embrace
its aroma like the pleasant mist of a fine perfume. And whether
or not we embrace the inevitable, it will always linger just
ahead in our path. All that remains as constant are scars and
scattered moments and the evidence of perpetual change. Unlike
the so-called inspirational last words often scribbled in high
school yearbooks, "never change," our circumstances prove
as a catalyst for the uncomfortable but needed alteration that
growing up entails.
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Sarah Kautzmann

In Memoriam
I've always believed that the highest form of blasphemy
was white girls who try to sing black.
Notice I use the word "try." I've never met a white girl
capable of singing like a black woman —be the black woman in
question Aretha or some random member of a choir.
I'm not altogether sure when I met Jenny, other than
some point before Thanksgiving my freshman year. Nor am I
sure why we started hanging out, but we ended up spending a
lot of time together; and for whatever bizarre reason, by the end
of that semester we were pretty much inseparable.
I grew up in Detroit. Well, not in Detroit per-se, but
within a mile or so of the actual city limits. White people there
are in the minority. Most of my friends from home are black;
most of the people at my school were black. Growing up so close
to black culture definitely influenced me, and I've been told that
I was born with the wrong skin color. The mind and soul of a
black woman trapped in a white girl's body.
So coming here for college was a big change for me.
Mostly white and most definitely not urban, or "ghetto," or
whatever people want to call it. I spent most of the first month or
so in my dorm room doing homework or reading. I'm not used
to blending in with the crowd-I'm usually the lone white girl.
Here it's a whole lot harder to pick me out at a distance.
But I was talking about Jenny.
Jenny's about as different from me as somebody could
be —it seemed like it at first, anyway. I'm a short redhead with
a middling build, and she's a tall stick-thin blonde. I'm an
English major, and she's a —this is disgusting, by the way— math
major. I grew up as the "blackest white girl in D-Town," as
somebody once put it, and she's, well, she's from what I like
to call Suburbia Hell. No, not the dysfunctional Desperate
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Housewives suburbia; I mean the average, run-of-the-mill
subdivided community where everyone knows each other and
neighborhood potlucks are the norm. The closest she's ever
been to a ghetto is me. Like a lot of white people, black culture
fascinates her; but she's never seen it first hand, so she's always
full of questions, asking about their take on Eminem (laughable)
to church (very important) and everything in between. When
she's not pelting me with questions about life in Detroit, we sit
in either her room or mine eating chips and salsa and drinking
Welch's fake wine from Wal-Mart while talking about politics,
the economy, and wreaking havoc on the unsuspecting college
community.
By winter break, we were able to carry on conversations
using only facial expressions and slight gestures, with an
occasional word thrown in to help confuse anyone near us.
Spending three weeks away from her was weird — like an entire
side of my personality, my self, was gone. Ok, not gone; more
like comatose.
When classes resumed, we picked up where we left
off—watching every James Bond movie ever made. We were in
the middle of Roger Moore's run when, one night, we decided to
forgo the movie in favor of a late-night Wal-Mart run.
Nothing good was playing on the pre-set radio stations
of the car we borrowed, so we were shifting through the
frequencies trying to find something inoffensive — that is, not
country — to listen to. We finally found a random oldies station
in the middle of playing Bob Seger's Old Time Rock n Roll, and
I started to sit back, glad to have finally found something decent
to listen to. My good mood didn't last long, though, because
Jenny started singing along and almost gave me a heart attack.
I know what you're thinking — she s a pretty good
singer, actually. She's had a couple years of choral music
and about six months of opera lessons and can carry a tune
pretty well. I hadn't actually heard her sing before; she'd hum
occasionally to whatever music was playing, but that was
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it. Most of the stuff she liked to listen to was either classical,
bagpipes, or heavy metal, and none of that's really stuff to sing
along with, anyway.
No, what scared me was the fact that she —the skinny
blonde white girl-sounded like Aretha Franklin's little sister.
Have you ever heard a white woman sing? A lot of
them have power. A lot of them have presence. A lot of them are
obviously having fun and just singing their hearts out. None of
them have all three. None. That's the realm of the black women
(although not all black women can do it, either). But here she
was, singing like a Motown pro. Let me tell you, it's a very good
thing I wasn't driving, because we probably would have run off
the road at that point.
I shut off the radio and started yelling at her, demanding
to know where she had learned to sound like that and why
hadn't she told me she could sing like Aretha? Unfazed, she
responded that not only was it dangerous to yell at a driver,
but it was very bad form to turn off the radio when the other
person was clearly enjoying the music. Then she apologized
for offending me by her singing (she knew my stance on white
women trying to sing black). I sat there, gaping at her.
The weeks continued to roll by, and our friendship
continued to intensify. People started to confuse one of us for
the other, because we had adopted each other's mannerisms and
speech patterns. Half of the time we were together, we just sat,
each reading a book.
Sadly, the hotter the fire, the quicker it is to die; so it was
with us. Just like the beginning, I'm not sure what happened or
when, but somehow the trust began to fall away, the closeness
we shared disappeared as walls built between us. By the end of
that year, the most intense friendship I had ever experienced had
come to an end.
I don't know where Jenny is now, or what she's doing
with her life. Sometimes I feel an urge to find her, call her, see
if the old bond can be revived. But fear of failure, fear of—
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something —stops me every time. And so, I continue on with
my life, happy, successful, but wondering what happened to my
once-best friend.
Jenny, wherever you are, I miss you. Here's to what we
had.
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Mandy Willms

Seeing Things
Tom Chapman stood at the window over his kitchen
sink, his faded "World's Best Dad" mug between his hands. Ari
zona desert, with saguaro cactuses and green and brown shrubs,
stretched uninterrupted from the edge of the fenced backyard to
the mountain range 40 miles away. Since retiring from full-time
work three years ago, this had become his favorite spot in the
house. Upstairs, he could hear the sounds of feet moving and the
shower being turned on. Zeke was awake.
Tom raised the mug to his lips but didn't drink. The cof
fee had cooled a while ago. He rubbed a calloused thumb over
a chip in the lip of the mug. Outside, the sun stood high above
Stetson Peak, the mountain that seemed to line up directly with
the kitchen window. Zeke had christened the mountain "Stet
son" nine years ago — his sophomore year in high school.
"It looks like a cowboy hat," he'd said one Saturday
morning as he and Tom sat at the kitchen table eating breakfast.
"Like a Stetson."
Tom had looked up from his newspaper to see a grin
spreading across his son's face. Zeke's sandy colored hair was
flat on one side of his head and sticking straight out on the
other. Faint lines ran down his left cheek, where his pillow had
been not long before. The night before Zeke had been out late
celebrating with his football team for having made it to the state
championships. Though they'd lost the game, officially ending
their season, it was the first time in eight years Cienega High's
football team had made it that far. This was the first Saturday he
didn't have to be at the school early for practice since the begin
ning of the school year. Tom didn't have to look out the window
to know what Zeke was taking about. Zeke had always liked the
mountain. He thought it belonged on a postcard.
Tom laughed and set his paper down. Where did that
come from?"
Zeke was laughing too. "Who knows, he knocked his
fist against his head a couple times. "Took a few too many hits
last night, I guess."
"Showing off for Laura, were we?" Tom winked and sat
back in his chair.
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"Nah," a flush crept under Zeke's scruffy cheeks. He
turned to look out the window again. "Hey Dad, you ever try
running on mountains? Some of the guys on the team say it s a
great way to build your legs."
"I've hiked a couple of them. Never run, though. Why?
You think you want to try it?"
Zeke leaned forward over the table, a new grin on his
face. "Think you're up for it?"
That day they started running one of the hiking trails on
Stetson Peak-a tradition Tom and Zeke carried on until Zeke
went away for college. Every afternoon when Tom came home
from work, or after dinner if Zeke had football practice, they d
make the half-hour drive out to the mountain and run the trails
together. At first they stayed with the trails that ran along the
base of the mountain, but by the time Zeke left for school, they
were running two-thirds of the way to the top.
Overhead, a loud thud pulled Tom's eyes upward
toward the ceiling. He listened. The shower wasn't running
anymore. Gently, he set his mug down in the sink and started for
the stairs. A herd of elephants, Linda used to shake her head and
say to Tom every morning while she waited for their three kids
to get ready for school, those kids sound like a herd of elephants
up there. But today Linda was working at the elementary school,
where she took care of all the hot lunch orders, and it was up to
Tom to get Zeke to a haircut. He peered up into the dark hall
way. A sliver of light came from under Zeke's door. Tom could
see a shadow of Zeke's feet moving back and forth.
Four years ago today, Zeke was diagnosed with schizo
phrenia. He had dropped out of his sophomore year of college
at Arizona State University only a month after the diagnosis and
had come back to live at home.
When the hallucinations started during his senior year
in high school, it was Zeke who first said he thought he ought to
see a psychologist. He said he had dreams of angels and demons
fighting. But the dreams weren't limited to when he was asleep.
Tom and Linda set him up with a counselor the insurance would
cover. The hallucinations didn't interfere with Zeke's schoolwork. He was still popular, and his ball-playing was at its best
ever. Even when Zeke did change, when he became a little more
moody and a little less social, there were all kinds of possibilities.
Tom had told himself that lots of kids experience some depres
sion when they go away to college. The term schizophrenia had
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come up then, too, as Tom, Linda, and Zeke sat in Dr. Rolson's
office discussing causes of the gradual change in Zeke's behavior
and options for treatment; but Tom let that word float right past
him. Dr. Rolson had given the Chapmans several pamphlets and
books that day, some of them on schizophrenia. At first Tom
hadn't wanted to look at the information at all, even though
Linda started memorizing it the day they brought it home. Now
Tom could write one of those books.
"Zeke?" Tom went up two steps and stopped. "Zeke,
you 'bout ready? We've got to go."
Zeke didn't answer; his feet were still moving back and
forth, back and forth. Tom climbed another step.
"I'm gonna go ahead and start the truck." He stood there
for a moment longer, waiting for any kind of response from
Zeke. He tried to remember whether he'd seen Zeke take his
medication that morning. Tom had seen his orange juice glass in
the sink—Zeke usually took his pills of Risperdal with orange
juice.
Tom moved away from the stairwell and walked over
back into the kitchen. He put his hand up to the cupboard above
the counter where all the little orange bottles of prescription
medicines were kept. He knew there should be eleven pills left,
if Zeke had taken his pill this morning.
The last time Zeke forgot to take a pill was three months
ago. Usually he was good about remembering to take it, but
because it was a pill he only needed every two weeks, he could
sometimes forget if nobody was there to remind him.
It was a Tuesday; Linda was at the elementary school,
and Tom had gone out to help a friend work on his car. When
Tom arrived home, he found Zeke sitting on the floor in the liv
ing room scribbling furiously in a notebook.
"Hey, what have you been up to?" Tom took his oilstained ball cap off and set it on the counter.
Zeke continued to write, pressing the pen down hard
enough to rip the paper.
"I just can't get the images out of my head. I have to get
them out. I'm so tired of seeing them." Zeke turned the page he
was on so quickly it tore away from the spiral bound notebook,
leaving pieces of white fringe on the carpet beside him.
Tom walked closer to look over Zeke s shoulder. The
loose page on the floor was filled with drawings of angels with
enormous wines and flaming swords, and demons with hideous
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faces and cat-like arms with claws extended. Zeke was working
on new one, drawing so fast he could barely connect lines.
"Zeke, I thought you hadn't had a hallucination in quite
awhile?" Tom kept his voice level. He didn't want to agitate
Zeke.
"I still can't get the memories of them out of my head."
He looked up at Tom, holding his pen in midair.
"Let's go out for our run now. It's a gorgeous day out
side, and you look like you could stand to get out. How 'bout
it?" Tom lifted the piece of paper from the floor and carried out
it to the trashcan in the kitchen. He heard Zeke shut his note
book.
"Yeah, that sounds good. I haven't been out since yesterday."
They changed into their running clothes, got into Tom's
truck, and headed towards Stetson Peak. On Tuesdays, Tom and
Zeke ran four miles on their favorite trail. They ran for several
minutes without talking, just steady breathing. Their steps and
pace matched easily.
Finally, Zeke spoke. "I watched the game for awhile this
afternoon."
"Yeah?" Tom huffed out between breaths. "Score?"
Zeke relayed the highlights of the basketball game he
had watched earlier in the afternoon. They talked sports for the
next mile, first about the basketball game then reminiscing about
Zeke's football days. They were talking about the last game of
Zeke's senior year, the one that solidified him a starting place on
his college team, when Zeke's steps fell out of pace with Tom's.
He started breathing strangely and stumbled over a rock.
"Zeke?" Tom stopped and looked at his son.
Zeke was still moving, but he was walking in wide
circles on the path. He was shouting and tugging on his hair. His
eyes were focused on something inside the circle he was creating
on the trail.
"Leave me alone! I don't want to fight with you!" Zeke
knelt to the ground to pick up a stone. He put his left arm over
his face as though he were shielding himself. Then he let out a
shriek.
Tom reached a hand out to Zeke's shoulder, careful not
to get in front of him. He knew that when Zeke had his halluci
nations, he would throw anything at hand at the visions he saw.
"It's alright! There's nothing there! There's nothing!"
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Tom clapped his hands loudly, trying to get Zeke's attention
away from his visions.
He wished he could see what it was Zeke saw. He knew
that somewhere in that imaginary circle, Zeke was seeing angels
and demons battling, and that Zeke felt pressured to help the
angels.
Zeke threw the rock in his hand and reached for another,
but Tom grabbed his wrist. He pulled Zeke up, "Let's go home.
Come on."
Zeke looked at his father, startled. His hair and eyes
were wild. Hiccups came loud and hard enough to shake Zeke's
whole body. He stood looking at Tom for a second, then turned
without saying anything and walked back down the path in the
direction of the car. Later that evening, after Zeke's hiccups had
gone, he confided to Tom that he hadn't taken his medication.
Since then, Zeke had tried to make sure he had a glass of orange
juice with his pill each time —to help him remember.
Just as Tom was opening the cupboard door to count
how many pills were in Zeke's bottle, he heard Zeke's footsteps
on the stairs.
"I'm coming, Dad." Zeke came into the kitchen wear
ing the same faded blue jeans he'd worn all week and a white
collared shirt. Tucked under his arm was the leather-bound
Bible, a Christmas present from Tom and Linda when Zeke was
fourteen, he had carried with him almost constantly the last four
years. "I was reading. Sorry."
"Noisy reading," Tom half smiled at Zeke as he lowered
his hand from the cupboard.
Zeke grinned back, and, for a second, Tom could've
forgotten that there was anything abnormal about his son.
"It's a great book; you can't just sit still and read it.
Zeke had been reading through the books of the proph
ets in the Old Testament. Since his own hallucinations started,
he'd become fascinated with reading about the visions of the
prophets. When he was still on Prolixin, the first medication Dr.
Rolson had had Zeke try, Zeke would be up all night long in
his room, too agitated to sleep. He'd read stories of Daniel and
Ezekiel, Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego. He'd started acting
out the stories he'd read, but with the tremors, he bumped into
everything. It wasn't until he'd tried to light a candle in his room
and nearly caught his bed on fire that Dr. Rolson finally took him
off of it.
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Zeke walked over to the heart-shaped pegboard on the
wall where they hung their keys. He reached for the keys with
out looking at Tom. "I could drive."
Tom reached for his hat, still where he'd left it last night
hanging off the back of the dining room chair. He thought about
Linda. She wouldn't let Zeke drive. Once he'd caused a car ac
cident when he was driving to Walgreens to pick up a refill on a
prescription for Linda. She hadn t realized he d gone out alone.
He overheard her ordering the refill on the phone and decided
he wanted to help her out. Linda wasn't feeling well and went
to bed with a headache after getting off the phone. The accident
was his fault; he'd had a brief fit with tremors while in the car
and ran through a red light. The only other car at the intersection
happened to be a police car. When the officer pulled him over, ^
Zeke was shaking so badly he could hardly talk. Since then, he d
had a permit that only let him drive with another person of driv
ing age in the car.
Tom pulled his hat down over his head. He had to admit
that it would be nice to see Zeke driving like normal. Deep
down, Tom hoped that anyone who saw them might think Zeke
was taking his father out instead of the other way around. T om
told himself that nothing would happen if he were there with
him.
"I s'pose that'd be alright." Tom winked at Zeke. "Just
don't tell your mother you took your old man out for a drive."
Zeke pulled the car out of the driveway and started
down the road. It was a fifteen-minute drive to the barbershop,
but it was a straight shot. Not many people used this road —that
was part of why Tom let Zeke drive—because it was old and
hilly. Runners, bicyclists, and tourists might enjoy the road for
its desert scenery, but most drivers preferred the newer, mul
tiple-lane road that ran through town.
Even with no other cars in sight, Zeke never let his eyes
leave the road and drove five miles per hour under the speed
limit. Tom also kept watch on the road. He couldn't take too
many chances. Occasionally, he would let his gaze rest for a
moment on Zeke —and the speedometer. After a few minutes of
driving in silence, Tom offered to turn the radio on.
"We could even listen to country." It wasn't Tom's
favorite, but he knew Zeke liked it. A lot of nights, when Zeke
couldn't get to sleep because of the hallucinations, he would turn
on his radio and listen to country. Usually, the noise was enough
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to distract him from a hallucination. Once, when Tom had asked
Zeke why he chose country during those times, Zeke told him it
was because of the stories. "These songs tell stories. I can't really
explain it. I can just listen to them, and they take me someplace
else —where I don't have to pay attention to the visions."
The music wasn't always enough to take him away from
his "visions." There had been a night when Zeke had had his
radio on loud enough that Tom and Linda could make out the
lyrics in their downstairs bedroom, even with the door closed.
Tom lay in his bed, staring at the ceiling, fingers gripping the
white sheet on top of him. He didn't move and barely breathed.
Next to him, he knew without even looking at her, Linda quietly
cried, her breaths short and quivering. He knew too that in a
minute —if Zeke didn't calm down on his own —they'd both be
going up the stairs to find him in a frenzy, battling with the de
mons he saw. They'd try to pull him from the hallucination, calm
him, take from his hands whatever he'd chosen as his weapon.
That time it had been a metal picture frame.
Zeke answered, smiling but without looking at Tom.
"No thanks. I don't really like to drive with the radio on. It's
distracting."
Tom watched his son driving, letting a little pride well
up for the fact that Zeke was driving—mixed with a sense of em
barrassment for feeling proud that his 24-year-old son was driv
ing. As Tom watched Zeke, he noticed that Zeke's hands had
tightened around the wheel; the muscles around his jaw moved
like he was tightening and relaxing them. Tom straightened in
his seat and turned to look at the road in front of them.
"Zeke — ," he started as he moved his gaze.
They were coming up over one of the bigger hills on the
road. The first thing Tom noticed was a small tumbleweed roll
ing close to the road, but on the opposite side.
"Watch out for that tumbleweed, Zeke. Don't wanna get it
caught underneath the truck."
Zeke didn't answer. He swerved the truck so that the
two right wheels were off the road, driving through the rock and
sand.
Tom chuckled, "Whoa, that probably wasn't-"
He looked again. They were headed straight for a
woman standing on the side of the road at the top of the hill, a
camera raised to her eye.
"Zeke! Zeke, get back on the road! Can't you see that
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woman?"
Tom's eyes were wide as they got closer to the woman.
She took another step away from the road, but didn't look up
at the oncoming truck. Tom looked at Zeke, who was breathing
deeply but steadily. His knuckles turned white on the steering
wheel. He did not press down or let up on the gas pedal, just
kept moving forward.
Tom looked back at the woman, still standing there.
"Stop, Zeke! What are you doing?" Tom kept yelling. He
didn't even know what he was saying. He clapped and smacked
the vinyl seat, anything he could do to make noise.
"It's just a vision, Dad." Zeke finally spoke. His voice
held a hint of trembling. "I have to ignore it. I'm not going to let
them get me again. It's a vision; it's not real."
Tom grabbed at the steering wheel, but his seatbelt
wouldn't let him reach far enough to get a good grip on it.
"Zeke, please!" Tom strained to get his fingertips to
press the horn. With his right hand he reached for the radio. It
wasn't on country, but he turned it up anyway. "Look, Zeke!
Listen to the music; she's not disappearing, like a vision. She's
real! You've gotta stop right now!"
At the same instant Tom's fingers were finally able to
touch the horn, Zeke slammed on the brakes. It wasn't soon
enough. Tom watched as the woman, her attention finally at
tracted by the horn and wheels spinning in the gravel, dropped
her camera, widened her eyes, and opened her mouth to scream.
Tom yelled and waved his arms at the woman, but she was fro
zen. The truck was on her before she had time to move. It hit her
as it skidded to a stop.
Tom's head had landed hard against the headrest behind
him when the truck finally stopped. He tried to lean forward
now, but his seatbelt had tightened across his chest. He unbuck
led it. The blood pulsed through Tom's ears, and he could feel
the beginnings of a dull headache somewhere near the back of
his head. He reached a hand to where it hurt and rubbed.
"Zeke, are you okay? Are you hurt?"
Zeke faced Tom with an expression that almost dis
figured his face. Red was smeared across the bottom of Zeke's
nose and all over his upper lip. Tom couldn't tell whether it was
Zeke's nose or lip that was bleeding. There was blood on the
steering wheel, too.
"Dad," Zeke's voice was barely above a whisper. "Dad."
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He wiped under his nose with the back of his hand, then rubbed
his forehead, leaving a thin layer of blood there. For a moment,
Tom remembered Zeke, five years old and dressed as an Indian
for Halloween. He'd smeared his war paint in much the same
way when he'd fallen on the sidewalk and scraped up his knees.
The look on Zeke's face now was similar, too —mouth open, eyes
beginning to water at the edges, cheeks flushed.
Tom twisted in his seat to look out the back window.
No one behind them. He faced forward again. No one coming
towards them, either. He reached an arm over Zeke to flip on the
hazard lights. Zeke had his hands in his hair, gripping the ends
and letting go and gripping again.
"What happened, Zeke? Why didn't you stop?"
He was breathing strangely, like he did when he was in
the middle of a hallucination. The hiccups would start any min
ute, Tom knew.
Tom reached for his door and pulled on the handle. "I'm
going to get out and take a look, but maybe you should stay
here. Try to catch your breath." He moved his foot to step down
from the truck but paused. He looked at Zeke, reached back in
over him to shut the truck off, and pulled the keys from the igni
tion.
As Tom climbed down, Zeke started speaking again. "It
wasn't real. It was a vision. It was just supposed to be a vision—."
Hiccups interrupted, and Zeke closed his mouth.
Tom felt his hands shaking as he came around the front
of the truck. His mind raced. He hit a woman! What are we go
ing to do? Is she alive? Why did I let him drive? The moment his
eyes began to see over the truck's hood to the ground before it,
time seemed to move in slow motion. His day was about to take
off on a much different course than he had planned on only two
hours ago when he stood at the kitchen window drinking coffee
from his chipped mug. It was supposed to be a normal day; he'd
known exactly how this day was going to go all the way up until
he went to bed that night.
The first thing Tom saw was the woman's head, twisted
so that her chin was just above her right shoulder. Once he was
completely around the front of the truck, facing it in much the
same way she had only seconds earlier, he could see the rest of
her body. She and the truck were both half on the road and half
on the gravel next to the road. Her left ankle and foot were be
neath the truck, everything else in plain view. Tom couldn't see

her face-he was thankful-because her dark hair had spread it
self over the side of her face. At the back of her head, a thick red
pool collected and slowly crept over the asphalt towards Tom.
He tried to swallow, but his mouth was dry. Dropping
to his knees right where he stood, he felt like he'd just had all of
the air knocked from him. All around him, it was quiet except
for the sound of the truck's radio, still loudly blaring out the
open passenger side door, and Zeke's rough hiccups.
"Ma'am? Can you hear me?" Tom felt his voice crack
inside his throat. "Ma'am?"
He put both hands on the ground, one on the gravel side
and one on the asphalt, and lowered himself so he was leaning
over the woman's upper body. She had been wearing a long
white skirt and a white sleeveless top — she resembled the angels
Zeke talked about seeing in his hallucinations. Now the white
was smeared with black and red. Her chest seemed strange to
Tom —misshapen, almost bumpy. He couldn't tell whether it
was moving or not. For an instant, Tom had the thought that
it might be better if her chest wasn't moving, if she were dead.
They could dump the body. No one was around. He shook his
head roughly, as if to shake the thought from his mind.
Tom felt something warm and moist seeping into his
jeans. He looked down. The woman's blood had crept to where
his knee rested on the ground in front of her head. His insides
twisted, and he wanted to throw-up. He pulled his knee from
the blood and moved to stand, but he stumbled and fell, nearly
landing on the woman. Tom gasped; it was getting hard to
breathe.
The driver's side door clicked open, catching Tom's at
tention. He looked up to see Zeke stepping out of the truck.
"Zeke!" Tom scrambled to get to his feet. He walked
quickly but awkwardly to Zeke, limping to keep the bloody spot
on his jean-leg from touching the skin beneath.
Zeke's eyebrows went up. "Dad, what happened to your
leg? You're bleeding!" The words came between hiccups.
Tom looked down at the blood on his knee. He hadn't
realized that he was limping. He put his leg to the ground and
let his full weight fall on it. "No, I'm not hurt. My leg's just...
wet. It's fine."
Zeke's eyes narrowed on Tom, like he was weighing
what his father had just told him. "What happened, Dad?"
"We've gotta call an ambulance. I'm gonna have to run
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for a phone."
Tom thought for a moment, then put a hand to Zeke's
shoulder and gave a light push. "Get in the passenger seat. If
anybody comes by, I think it would be better if you were sit
ting over there. If somebody comes, tell them I've gone for help
already."
Zeke hesitated, watching his father. Tom's eyes were on
the hood of the truck.
"I have to see. I have to." Zeke stuck his foot out the
door once more.
Tom placed himself squarely in front of Zeke. "Stay in
the truck. One of us has got to stay here. Look for something in
the glove compartment to clean off the steering wheel —your
face, too." He kept eye contact until Zeke finally backed himself
over the bench to the passenger side.
"You won't be able to do much until your hiccups stop,"
Tom added.
He glanced at the road again, in front of and behind
the truck. For the first time, the fact registered with him that
there was a blue Honda parked on the other side of the road. A
lump formed in Tom's throat briefly. He wondered if there was
anyone in the car who might have seen them hit the woman,
any witnesses. He left Zeke inside the truck and walked across
the street to the car. It was pulled off on the side of the road,
the driver's side door not shut all the way. Tom looked around
again before leaning forward to peer into the car. On the floor
in front of the passenger seat was a tan purse, an Arizona map,
and a packet from Hertz car rental. He went around the back of
the car and peered in through the rear window. There were only
a few fast food wrappers and a water bottle. Tom backed away
from the car.
He jogged back to the truck. The driver's side door was
still open, but Zeke was sitting on the passenger side with his
Bible open on his lap. As he read, he held his hands together as
though he were praying and rocked back and forth. He silently
mouthed the words he was reading. On the radio, country music
twanged. The hiccups seemed to be gone, but his breathing was
still ragged.
"Zeke, you doin' alright?"
Zeke jumped and looked at his father. He opened his
mouth like he wanted to say something, then quickly closed it
again. He nodded and turned back to his Bible for a moment.
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Tom started to speak. "I'm going to run to the gas-"
"Dad," Zeke broke in, "let me go make the phone call. I
should be the one to do it."
"No!" Tom knew that if Zeke made the phone call, he
would tell the dispatcher exactly what had happened. He started
again, in a gentler voice. "I'll take care of the call. Just here with
truck, inside. You just need to get yourself calm. That's the best
way you can help her, Zeke."
He didn't have time to wait for Zeke's response; he
slammed the driver's side door and took off running for the gas
station, just a quarter of a mile down the road. He pushed him
self as hard as he could. Thoughts of the woman's head veiled
under her own hair and blood loomed in Tom's head. He tried to
shove them aside by thinking about Zeke —and how to keep him
as far as possible from the consequences of his actions.
"Yes. Country Road 18. A little less than a mile south of
the Shamrock gas station." Tom glanced up at the slowly turning
sign overhead. He stood outside the gas station's convenience
store at the payphone, leaning against it with one hand.
"She's still breathing, you say? Did you check her pulse, sir? Can
you see her chest moving up and down?" The dispatcher on the
other end was calm and monotone.
"I'm not by her! She's back there, on the road. I'm on a
payphone at the gas station!"
Tom wanted to scream at the dispatcher to send an
ambulance and then hang up, but he thought back to the woman
under his truck. He imagined her chest, with those strange gray
markings from where the grille hit her. It had been moving, just
barely. And he had seen her hair stirring over her mouth.
"She's still breathing. Or she was. I'm sure. Just, please,
send an ambulance!"
"Okay sir, an ambulance is en route. Please head back to
the victim and wait for the ambulance to arrive."
What else am I going to do? Tom slammed the phone
back down into its cradle without saying anything more to the
dispatcher. He had found it hard to catch his breath while he
was talking with her, but his adrenaline kicked in again as he
turned to begin the run back to the truck. He hoped Zeke had
stayed in the truck.
Tom heard sirens somewhere behind him in the dis
tance. He pumped his arms and legs harder. He passed his hat
on the road; it must have blown off on his way to make the call.
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He kept running. Ahead of him, the truck was coming into view.
From this distance, it looked like it had simply been pulled to a
stop so that the driver could get out and enjoy the scenery— the
mountains covered in blooming cactuses. From here, the woman
under his truck might've just been a large piece of debris. Or
maybe someone taking a look under a stalled-out car.
Turning to look back over his shoulder, Tom could just
make out the flashing lights on top of a police car as it crested a
hill. A police car? He hadn't thought about them sending police,
but he knew it made sense. He'd told the dispatcher that a wom
an had been hit —he hadn't said that it was his truck that had hit
her. It was a crime. No, it was an accident. In his mind, ideas ran
wild. He could tell the police that the woman ran in front of their
truck. He could say that Zeke had had an attack, that he was hal
lucinating and it was an accident. But he knew the truth would
only put Zeke in more trouble.
He was almost to the truck. Tom could see that the pas
senger side door was open, and no one was in the truck.
He's seen her, Tom thought.
He turned once more to the oncoming police car. By the
sound of the siren, it would be on top of him any minute. He
began yelling.
"Zeke! Zeke! Where are you?"
Tom's voice felt as though it were coming from some
where else. It was too quiet, too strained to have come from his
own throat.
A police car whizzed past Tom. Then another. He was
just a few yards from the truck. There were more vehicles on the
way; he could hear the sirens. The ambulance pulled up just as
Tom came to a stop by his truck.
The officers parked their cars so that they formed a sort
of shield around the scene, protecting the body and the truck
from any other cars that should come down the road.
One officer immediately began setting up orange cones
around the area. The place was quickly becoming a sea of navy
blue, as officers and paramedics rushed from one place to
another—some taking pictures, some leaning over the body, a
few taking notes. There were even some over at the woman s car
already, gloves on as they went through the items in the car.
Tom's eyes darted back and forth, looking for Zeke. He
turned to look behind him. Zeke was nowhere. Tom stepped
closer to the truck so he could see all the way inside, hoping that
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Zeke was hiding on the floor of the cab. He checked the truck
bed.
An officer approached Tom. He looked about Zeke's
age, but he was shorter and stockier. Drips of sweat were al
ready beginning to form on the sides of the officer's head, just
under his hat. He had a notebook and pen out.
"Excuse me, sir. Is this your truck?"
Tom took a step back from the truck. His eyes went to
the gun on the officer's holster before looking at the man's face.
What would happen if the officers found Zeke in the middle of a
hallucination? Tom couldn't handle the thought.
"Yes. This is mine." Tom's shortness of breath returned,
and he realized he was breathing hard again. "This is my truck.
I'm the one who made the call."
Behind the officer, Tom could see the paramedics work
ing over the woman on the ground. Two of them were working
to get her breathing, fixing a mask over her face. The others were
going over her arms, legs, and chest. He heard them count and
then move her onto a gurney.
"Martha Keeler." An officer standing outside the wom
an's car and holding up a driver's license caught everyone's
attention with his shout. He walked over to where a cluster of
officers was examining the area around the woman's body.
"Her name's Martha. License was in her purse."
Tom stared at the woman—Martha. The paramedics
had brushed the hair from her face; her neck was now in a brace.
He could see her face for the first time. Her eyes were closed;
her face and lips were pale. She was unconscious, and blood
was caked in her hair and on her forehead. Tom turned his eyes
away.
The officer started speaking again. Jones, Tom caught
the name beneath the officer's badge. "Your name?"
Tom answered the officer, but his eyes kept moving
from Officer Jones to the scene around them; he was looking for
Zeke.
"Was anyone else around at the time of the accident?
Anyone else with you?"
Tom's eyes immediately came back to the officer's face,
then to the notepad. Tom had no idea where Zeke could have
gone. He could have started back for their house, as far as Tom
knew. He was sure that wherever Zeke, he had gotten out of the
truck and seen the woman's body. If they went looking for Zeke,
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Tom had no idea what kind of state they'd find him in.
"No." Tom did his best to keep a level gaze on Officer
Jones. "I was driving. There was no one else around."
Jones scribbled in his notebook and spoke again without
looking up. "So you hit her. Where exactly was she?"
Tom described the scene as best as he could remember,
coming up over the hill and the woman standing there with her
camera. "I swerved to the side to get around a piece of brush
in the road. I couldn't see she was there until too late. I tried to
stop."
He didn't know what else to say. He watched the of
ficer, but Jones showed no sign of whether or not he was buy
ing Tom's story; he just kept writing in the notebook. While the
officer was writing, Tom scanned the landscape again. His heart
raced. He needed to get away from the officers so he could find
Zeke — alone.
Officer Jones shut his notebook and slid it into his
pocket. "Mr. Chapman, you'll need to come with me to the sta
tion. We need to ask you some more questions."
Tom shook his head. He couldn't leave without knowing
that Zeke was safe and away from the officers.
"Look, can I call my wife first? To let her know what's
going on? She'll be worried if I'm not back." Tom rubbed the top
of his head with his sweaty palm, then brought his hand down
to his cheek for a moment.
"You can call her from the station. If she needs a ride
there, one of the guys will pick her up. Let's go."
Tom looked over to the truck. Zeke, where are you? He
took a step closer to his truck. "Can I just get something out of
my truck. My glasses. I think my glasses are on the seat. Tom
tried to cover his lie with a chuckle. "Won t be able to read any
contracts or anything without my glasses.
Officer Jones raised an eyebrow. "You have trouble see
ing?" He took his notepad out again, scribbled, then put it back
into his pocket.
"Only up close," Tom's hands went up as if in surren
der.
"I'll get 'em. Stay here." Officer Jones walked to the
truck.
Tom turned his attention to the opposite side of the
street. He noticed a white tennis shoe peeking up from the ditch
that ran alongside the road, not too far from Martha s car. It was
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one of Zeke's shoes, but he could see no sign of Zeke.
Tom glanced at the officer, still over by the truck, then
slowly moved closer to the ditch. He stood on the edge of the
pavement and peered over. There, with some small tumbleweeds, patches of dry grass, and a couple cigarette butts, lay
Zeke's Bible just a few feet from his shoe. The Bible had Zeke
name in it, and Tom knew it would not be long before they'd
find it. He had no idea how he could explain it.
"Hey!" Officer Jones was headed back towards Tom.
"Where are you going?"
Tom turned to face the officer. "Nowhere." He edged
away from the roadside to keep the officer's line of vision away
from the Bible and shoe.
Jones crossed his arms. "I couldn't find any gl — "
A loud moan cut off the officer's words and drew
everyone's attention. Zeke, with swaggering steps, was coming
towards them through the desert brush beside the road. He was
covered in sand, and his eyes were red and puffy. In one hand
he clutched a clump of sand and rock; in the other he held the
woman's camera, scratched and broken. Tom couldn't tell where
exactly he'd come from, just that he'd been wandering through
the open desert that lined the road.
Several officers shouted, and one ran to Zeke. Tom bit
his tongue hard to keep from yelling out to Zeke. He could see
Zeke was mumbling something to himself; he looked like he was
inside one of his visions.
As the officer approached, Zeke's voice grew louder. He
started shouting and raised the fist holding the sand. "I have to
make it stop! I'm going to kill you!"
Tom watched, horrified, as the officer pulled his gun and
aimed it at Zeke. Zeke's fist was still raised, and he was speaking
loudly but unintelligibly. He seemed to be looking right through
the officer.
"Stop right there!" The officer kept his gun trained on
Zeke.
Zeke kept moving forward.
The officer was shouting again, and two other officers
were getting on either side of Zeke.
"Wait!" Tom screamed so loud his throat felt raw.
"Don't shoot! He's my son!"
The officers looked at Tom for a moment. "Your son?"
Jones asked.
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Tom's scream got Zeke's attention, and he looked at his
father. "Dad."
"Zeke, it's alright. You're alright."
"What's wrong with him? Is he hurt?" Jones asked, still
looking at Zeke.
Tom turned to look at Officer Jones.
"I don't know," Tom said. "I don't think he's hurt." He
turned back to Zeke. "Zeke, it's okay. Come up here with me.
Everything's going to be fine."
Zeke's attention was caught by something else, and he
screamed. He threw the rock and sand in his fist at the air in
front of him. The three officers moved in closer around him,
guns poised.
Tom couldn't take any more. "No! Please! He's having
a hallucination! He's schizophrenic! Please don't hurt him! He
doesn't know what he's doing!" He ran down to Zeke and stood
in front of him facing the officers, his arms spread wide.
"He needs to go home! Please, take me in to the station,
but let him go home." Tom said to Officer Jones.
"He has to be questioned," Jones said.
"Question him after he's calm. He won't go anywhere.
My wife will be at home. She'll calm him; then you can talk to
him." Tom stayed before Zeke.
Officer Jones thought a moment, then pulled out his
notepad again. "Give me your address. I'll have an officer take
him there and wait with him till he's calm enough to come in.
Then your wife and your son are both coming to the station.'
Tom gave his address to Jones, then turned to Zeke. An officer
took hold of Tom's arm to lead him toward one of the police
cars.
"Zeke," Tom wanted to say more, but didn t know what.
Zeke looked at his father and let the camera he was still
holding fall to the ground. He had started hiccupping.
As the car pulled away, no lights or sirens this time, fa
ther and son watched each other grow smaller through the win
dow. Tom could see the officers trying to lead Zeke to another
car, as Zeke began to tug on the ends of his hair.
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An Interview with Roya Hakakian
In April of last year, Parnassus and IFC brought Roya Hakakian,
an Iranian author, speaker, and poet to Taylor University.
During her visit, Ms. Hakakian spoke to students about her
experiences as an Iranian Jew, both overseas and in the States.
She also gave a reading from her recently-published memoir,
Journey from the Land of No: A Girlhood Caught in Revolutionary
Iran. Professor Satterlee and I had the privilege of sitting down

with Ms. Hakakian for an interview where we discussed political
involvement in this and other countries, the psychological
ramifications of writing something as personal as one's own
story, as well as the processes that Ms. Hakakian underwent
in order to write her memoir. What follows is an edited
transcription of that interview. -Elaine Friedberg
Elaine Friedberg:

In your book [Journey from the Land of
No: A Girlhood Caught in Revolutionary
Iran] many of your memories are about

social and political tensions. I was
wondering, what is it like for you now
to be in a country where a lot of the
young people seem to be either unaware
or apathetic to their current events?
Roya Hakakian:
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I used to think that we all grow up
engaged socially and politically, and it
was only years later that I realized that
that wasn't the case, that the majority
of young people are actually apathetic
towards social and political issues.
And I don't think it's just an American
phenomenon. I think we live at a time
that fosters apathy, probably because
there are a lot of distractions. But it
doesn't frustrate me because I think part
of it is a reflection of our perception of
knowledge and the way it's conveyed
is changing. I think we are going from
an era where a lot of what we gained
was through newspapers and books,

and we have entered already another
era which is showing us there is another
way of learning. There are other ways
of gathering information. I think it is a
process of adjustment.
Still, I think the younger generations
who are apathetic are being cheated out
of a grand experience. Our elders tell us
that being socially aware or politically
active is a virtuous thing to do. It is
a noble thing to do. And they try to
present these concepts as if it requires
a certain amount of self-sacrifice on
our parts, on the parts of the young,
whereas in my experience it was a great
gift, and I'm glad that I ended up doing
it because it enriched my personal life. I
became a multi-dimensional person at a
very young age and was introduced to
all the various elements that affect our
lives. I think that my own introduction
early on to the social and political
aspects of my personal life enriched
me. I don't wish to have been born or
raised any other place, and that s taking
into account all the difficulties that I
have lived through. So I think, as far as
writers are concerned, the deeper your
perceptions are about life around you,
the various forces that work on us, the
better your work will be. When you
look at all the greats who have endured
the test of time, you're not talking
about people who wrote about a simple
subject; you're talking about people who
are (even if they write about a simple
subject) engaged in a variety of social
and political, personal, problematic,
spiritual issues. I think it is a matter of
deciding how serious you want to be as
a human being and then as a writer.
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Thom Satterlee:

When you were writing your memoir,
how much political understanding did
you think your readers would have, and
how did your expectations influence the
way you wrote your memoir?

RH:

Well, when I wrote my memoir I was working in the
world of television news where you're constantly told
by your producers that the viewers know nothing and
the viewers care about nothing. Often times I wanted to
say something smart or put in a really good line, and I
would be told to take it out because the viewers in Iowa,
the farmers in Iowa, didn't care about that, and I was
always amazed that these producers —who probably
rarely traveled out of their big cities—would know
about the farmers in Iowa. But they always seemed to
have their fingers on the pulse of Iowa farmers. In some
ways, as sarcastic as I am being at the moment, that was
a good training because it taught me to assume that I
was writing for an audience who didn't care or didn't
know, and that's not terribly bad because it forces you
to become very sparing. It forces you to very quickly
figure out what you care about the most and what you
absolutely cannot dispense with, and those are questions
that every writer and every artist has to face all the time.
And so I think that that training, as absurdly as it came,
was important in order to sketch the skeleton of the
work for myself.

EF:

When I looked for your book on Amazon.com, your title
was listed along with Reading Lolita in Tehran, and I've
seen them in other places linked side by side. What do
you think attracts people now to stories like this?

RH:

I think we're all trying to understand September 11th.
As Americans, we are trying to understand why other
people in other parts of the world hate us, and we're
looking for trustworthy messengers or trustworthy
tellers of that other side. I personally think, from a
gender perspective, that it can't be men, because having
been a woman and having lived in that part of the
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world, I see them as part of the problem. So, you know,
if I were a reader, and I had to choose between a piece
of work about the Middle East or say Iran, by a female
writer and a male writer, I would probably be more
compelled to choose the female writer because it would
be easier for me to identify with the female writer, and
I would be more interested in the perception of the
female writer, because the female writer is the one who,
in part, is suffering more than the male. I think it's also
a genuine curiosity about a region that has something
to say to us. I think if you look at the history of world
literature, there are regions or countries that every once
in a while thrust themselves in the forefront. For a while
it was Russia, right, you had the Dostoyevskys, and the
Pushkins and all these characters kind of coming out of
the same place in the same century and engaging similar
questions. So I think we are living in an era where the
intellectual quest has already been determined globally.
We want to know, for instance, what religion means to
us, how religion is affecting our lives, so of course we
are going to go and think about Iran, because it was the
only theocracy of the twentieth century. We want to
know what the extremists in the religious universe say,
and if they gain political power, how they affect the lives
of the rest of their countries. These are questions of our
times, and they just so happen to have been formed as
a result of forces that are shaping that part of the world.
So it's the turn for the Middle East to be in the forefront
of the intellectual quest of our era.
TS:

Toward the end of your memoir, we are introduced to
a very interesting character, Mrs. Arman, your teacher,
who has unusual methods for bringing her students
into a love of literature. One line that especially stood
out to me was this one: "This thing could save you, my
adorable morons, if you only keep reading. You know,
you can always get your revenge on the page. Literature
isn't just another subject. It s your cure. I wonder if
you would comment on the extent to which writing the
memoir was, for you, an act of revenge or a kind of cure.

RH:

Writing is often an act of revenge for me, and a cure.

| 95

I tend to be able to be, on the page, all things that I
can't be as an actual person. You know, I am generally
an agreeable, polite, pleasant, person —or at least so
my mother says. I find it really hard to do what pop
psychologists suggest that you should do: "You should
have a talk with whoever is upsetting you, and you
should confront them, and say 'do this' or 'do that.'
And whatever you did hurt me, and these are the
reasons: blah, blah, blah." I find myself having a hard
time confronting issues and problems just because it's
somehow not terribly in my nature. But I seem to have
a very easy time doing all of those things in writing. I
understood from a very early age that instead of taking
a bat and hitting someone on the head with it, that I
felt just as good sitting down and writing a poem that
humiliated the person on the page. So, yes, writing has
been both a tool by which I've avenged myself, at times,
or worked out my anger, and as a result it's also been a
cure.
Earlier I was telling your class that when I was writing
this book I could not go to sleep at night, and I went to
a psychiatrist because after two months of not sleeping
it was really crazy. The psychiatrist said to me, "You
have to come to therapy and you have to start talking."
And I said, "But I really don't want to talk, I want to
write." It seemed that we could not agree on the method
of healing, but once I started writing, I started sleeping,
and all my problems were solved.
Did your memories change as you wrote about the past?
I'm not sure the memories changed, but I think my
understanding of them did. I think I could sit down to
write about the very same events ten years from now or
twenty years from now, and I could write a whole new
book because I think as human beings we are always,
whether consciously or unconsciously, actively in the
process of reinterpreting what things mean to us and
how the past has affected us. Would we be better off if
our parents weren't Mr. A and B, but instead were Mr.
C and D? We are constantly trying to figure out how

the equation could shift in order for us to be different.
More importantly than my own emotional assessment
of the situation was the commitment that I had made
from the get-go that even though it was going to be my
memoir, it was ultimately going to be about the few
issues that I cared to talk about, and they were mostly
social and political. As much as I have used personal
stories, I believe the book ultimately tells a politicalhistorical story that is bigger than myself ... I hope.
It's a carefully chosen and pieced together book about
the past, but based on my feeling about the historical
phenomenon of events. For instance, what does the
Iranian Revolution mean? I knew how I viewed the
fallout, and I was committed to those ideas. I doubt
ten years from now I'm going to change my view, but
perhaps I will.
Did you do any kind of research, going back to
newspapers or magazines of that time? Or did you trust
your memory for the story?
I did trust my memory, but I wasn't interested in my
memory, because if you say I am going to rely on my
memory, then what, in essence, you are saying is that
I have no questions, there are no curiosities, and I am
just going to sit down and write what I know, and how
boring is that? From very early on, I realized that I
wasn't interested in hearing what I remembered. Alone,
that wasn't enough. I needed to infuse the process
with a sense of discovery. So, of course, I went about
gathering information and researching things because
it made it interesting for me. I suddenly became far
more engaged. I'm also a journalist, so I m interested in
interviewing people and sitting down and asking them
crazy questions. And I'm interested in looking at things
and taking them apart. I think, journalists or not, we
all, if we are good writers, are interested in others. We
like to unravel things in people. So in order to make
the process interesting for myself and in order to also
avoid having to face the blank page, which is the most
daunting part of the writing process, I created notes by
doing research. And so, I spent a big, significant chunk

of the money that I got for this book to travel. I traveled
to Israel to interview my uncle, about whom I've written
a chapter. And I hadn't seen him in twenty years. I was
eleven when he left, and now I was thirty-something,
and he was seeing me again, and he wanted to catch
up. I wasn't interested in catching up, I just wanted
to go back and be eleven with him again. And so he
was really puzzled by his bizarre niece, who had come
to ask these bizarre questions, but he got into it, and
we actually had a very fruitful conversation about the
incidents that I recount in the book. I did the same thing
with my cousin, about whom I've written a chapter
in the book, who lives in California, and you know
she found it very bizarre, too. And everybody would
say, "But you were there, too, and it's your memoir,
so you can write it any way you want." And of course
I could've. But I was interested in, I suppose, facts,
or at least in other people's takes and remembrances
and recollections and emotions. I think, in my mind, I
was interested in discovering the truth. Of course, one
can say it's all subjective and it's all relative and all of
theses things. But I wanted to put in an honest effort in
discovering a sense of truth. So I interviewed family —
everyone — about things I had witnessed myself. I spent
days and days and days at various libraries where they
had archives of Iranian newspapers and magazines. I
went through hours of documentaries, and these things
enabled me to set up scenes. A lot of facts, when you
gather them, don't necessarily make it into a book,
but our awareness of it, as writers, affects the process
of writing. And that's really important. You can tell
when someone's fudging something, or when someone
is trying to skirt an issue, or when someone knows
something, but is delaying the telling of it, or is choosing
not to tell it. As a writer, the first thing you have to
establish for your reader is your credibility. You have
to be believed. To be knowledgeable. To know your
subject matter. To have mastery of the information that
you're sharing. And so all of these things enabled me
to establish for myself, and hopefully for my reader, my
mastery of my subject matter, whether the actual details
made it in or not.
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After having interviewed all these people, did any of
them question your version once the book came out?
I have the advantage of having conducted all of these
interviews in Persian (because they were all Persianspeaking), and then I ended up writing them in English.
Almost all of the people whom I interviewed have
trouble with English. So the majority of these people
don't know what the hell I've written or how it is I've
put these things together. But my commitment was to
the experiential and emotional and historical validity of
events, not to the details that went into the making of
the circumstances. Those are trivial. It doesn't matter
whether the night that your mother had a temper
tantrum she was wearing blue or pink, but what's
important is how the temper tantrum impacted the life
of the family over the span of years. The major truths,
to me, were those, and I was committed to keeping the
validity of the significance of those events. But I had
no trouble making up the details of the food we had the
night that the family sat around the table and discussed
something really important. I made up whatever it
was that I wanted us to be eating, but I kept very close
to what I believe was the truth of, or the significance of
the conversation that was being told. And I hope good
memoir writers will do the same. Unless you are a
historian and you are talking about, let's say, the details
of how the life of some'political figure unraveled, and
these details can change the way we view this political
character, then, I say, the majority of people can use
this as their formula. If it's an ordinary person whose
life isn't of historical significance, if an ordinary person
is talking, is looking back at a life, then it is okay to be
committed to the impact of events and to set out to say
that the truths are the validity of the experiences, not the
details of the setting and the sceneries.
While you were beginning to write your memoir, were
you reading other people's memoirs? Did you find
any helpful models? In my Poetry Writing class today,
you mentioned that you structured some of the book
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after your reading of James Joyce, who's of course not a
memoirist.
Yes. I kind of came up with a curriculum for myself,
because you want to be informed about what's available,
what formats have already been tested. Hopefully, of
course, you come up with your authentic structure.
But you want to know what has been done and where
the boundaries have been drawn and who has been
successful. So I went about and gathered a list of
memoirs or coming-of-age fictional stories, of which A
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is one. So I gathered
a bunch of them, and reading them was very helpful.
It's not that you always come up with what you want
to do; often times they help you realize what it is that
you don't want to do. For instance, as a young person,
I had always loved the The Bell jar. Even rereading it, I
really loved it, but the more I read it the more I realized
this is not what I wanted to write. I didn't want to write
a psychological account of what had happened to me
or how things had affected me emotionally. At least,
if I wanted to say anything about that, I'd have to take
the leap and go from the personal to the collective. So
actually reading that enabled me to realize what it is that
I didn't want to do, which is as important as realizing
what it is that you do want to do. Reading Joyce, for
instance, I got to a passage where he's sitting listening
to a speech by one of the priests or prefects, or I forget
what the exact person's title was, but he's hearing a
speech about how the clock of Hell works and how, in
general, time passes in Hell. And it passes so slowly
that every second feels like an eternity. So this priest is
giving this fantastically frightening picture, and pages
and pages of speech go on about why you have to be
a pious person and if you are not, you'll land in this
place where there is a "tick —and then there would
be paragraph, paragraph, paragraph, and then you
would hear a "tock." So the "tick-tocks" were even
broken between these long paragraphs just to give you
a sense of how slowly the clock of Hell works. And I
was reading through this and thinking to myself, "My
god, I'm just procrastinating." What could an Irish

writer who lived over 100 years ago possibly have in
common with a Jewish woman from the Middle East,
having lived in the twentieth century? And then when
I got to the "clock of Hell" speech, I realized that—"Oh
my god!" — I had heard a similar speech before. It was
really, in some ways, not about Christianity or Judaism
or any of that; it was about a young person encountering
fundamentalism. And then I said to myself, "I've
heard something similar to this before." So it's very
interesting that oftentimes we are told, or we think by
instinct that we have to go search for our own kind in
order to find our guidance. If I want to write about Iran,
I should go read other books about Iran, or if I want
to write about farmers I have to read about farming.
And you should do a fair amount of that anyway. But
the truth is that good writing fosters good writing and
nurtures good writihg and you never know where your
inspiration comes from. Whether you are doing a work
of nonfiction or fiction, when you're figuring out the
questions of structure and all the questions you have to
sort through, the answer may not necessarily come from
the genre that you expect it to come from.
TS:
RH:

Do you have an idea for your next project?
I want to do a novel. I want to, hopefully, take one
of the characters that I introduce in the memoir and
fictionalize her in the novel. She was extremely sexual,
and her mother was constantly warning her not to be
around men. Through her, I want to tell the story of
what it's like to grow up into womanhood if you are
living in a society such as Iran where women don't have
any rights but, at the same time, you are sexual and
want to have sexual experiences. How does one go
about navigating the society under such circumstances,
trying to stay safe, politically, but at the same time have
these experiences that everyone needs to have in order
to grow into adulthood? It's going well. I'm excited
about it.
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Biographies
Jason Bates ('06) is a senior Art major.
Marc Belcastro ('07) is magnificently thrilled to buy his
girlfriend-soon-to-be-fiance shoes, anytime, above all
things. Is, to his two lovely sisters, and they've honestly said
this, the funniest person they know. Watched over by his
infallible, inimitable, youthful, vibrant givers of twenty-three
chromosomes.
Tara Bender ('06) is an English Education major with a passion
for writing and music. She enjoys finding beauty in the simplest
of things and hopes to inspire her future students to live out
their creativity.
David Bertsche ('07) is a physics major. Besides photography, he
enjoys collecting and playing a variety of
flutes from countries all around the world.
John Bundick ('06) is majoring in Christian Education and
Biblical Literature.
Annie Calhoun ('06) finds that when she free writes, there is
always a topic that comes before all others. It is childhood and
that continual state of wonder, simply an attitude choice taken at
any age, that captivates her imagination into colorful creation.
Gabriel Davis ('09) is a sports management major. He enjoys
sports of all kinds, classical music and writing poetry. In his
spare time, he enjoys reading fantasy novels and playing
basketball.
Hannah DeRegibus ('06) from Farmville, VA and wants to teach
English as a Second Language and get her Masters in Linguistics.
She likes to write poetry, short stories, commentaries and wants
to travel the world. Her dream is to be on the NPR show This
American Life.
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Peter Dull (07)-- has a completely one-sided love-hate
relationship with Virginia Woolf. And Catherine Zeta-Jones.
When he is not reading 77ie Waves or watching The Mask ofZorro,
he is writing and studying history or possibly the attractive
woman sitting near him in the library. He hopes to be a librarian
some day, and suffered terribly from home-sickness and
fantasies about DC food whilst studying in Oxford first semester.
Lance Durovey ('06) is a senior Art Major.
Brittany Hanson ('07) is a sociology major who spent her fall
semester studying and organizing around the Living Wage
Campaign in Los Angeles, CA. She enjoys long walks around
Vayhinger Circle and is captain of Taylor's chess team. Cherry
Coke is her polar pop flavor of choice.
Aaron Harrison ('07) is a philosophy major. The photographs
published in Parnassus this year was taken while he was
traveling throughout Europe, in Venice in particular. Along with
photography, he also enjoys literature, tea, writing, and hiking.
Photography is his new hobby, and Ingmar Bergman, his new
obsession.
Susie Hinkle ('07) is an English Education major. Her home:
God, the pages of a weathered journal, and the basketball court.
Sarah Kautzmann ('07) prefers to be called two. She hates
writing about herself in the third person, as second person is so
much more fun. You hope to live past thirty-five (efforts thus
far have been successful). Sadly, you are unable to think of any
other amusing or interesting information for this bio; which is
most likely due to your status as a very boring person.
Andy Long ('06) competes on the varisty level for Taylor in
two sports, but ultimately would like to be remembered more
for his verse than his figure in the track team s official spandex
speedsuit.
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Eric Moore ('06) has been blessed with so much. He is looking
forward to graduation, his career as a teacher/pastor thereafter,
and a life with his fiancee, Christine. He wants to thank
Professor Satterlee for teaching him so much about bringing the
best out of his writing.
Adam Pechtel ('07) is a philosophy major. He enjoys running
with the Jarheads and plans on pursuing law after he graduates.
Joe Ringenberg ('06) is a philosophy major. He wants to be an
architect. He hates it when a cell phone goes off in a theatre and
everyone makes noises like they've never heard a cell phone
before. Come on, people.
Allison J. Riddle ('06) is a Music Marketing major. Since she
could hold a camera, Allison has loved photography, a hobby
handed down from her father. She trekked around Western
Europe and dreams to see more of the world.
Amanda Rohland (alumni) graduated in 2005.
Laurie Susen ('05) graduated with a BA in English Writing. She
has since returned to New Jersey and gotten engaged to Steve
Overton ('05). She is currently working in the Human Resources
Department of a small retail company, but hopes to still find her
niche in writing or publishing.
Elizabeth Tatum ('08) is an English Education major. She
appreciates horses, random silliness, the dessert bar at the DC,
and people who are socially awkward. She is scared to death of
writing.
Jenny Walton ('09) is an English Writing major who will
hopefully be able to pay someone someday to write her
biography for her.
Mandy (Watson) Willms ('05) received her degree in English
Writing. She loves life with her husband, Jon, and their cat, Alfie,
and enjoys trying out new recipes.
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